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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! | ; 
Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends - 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 
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Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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| RAVEEN Dept. T-7 ' 

Honey back quarantee I 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. ; 
7 | Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no J 

Try RAVEEN according to direc- B4| risk offer. { 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- Va []! enclose $1.20 (J Send C.O.D. plus postage | 
turn unused portion of jar and full | iii P. { 
purchase price will be immediately 54 = 
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Style No. 722 










40-48 
20%-28% 11.98 






StvLE No. 722—The French have 
a flair for sophisticated style and 
Skylark interprets it in sleek rayon 
shantung. Intriguing from its lat- 
tice-laced bare shoulders to its 
winged skirt . . . and so becoming 
to every size. Navy, beige, aqua. 
















StyLE No. 721 — Skylark’s daily 
double in sparkling striped and ( 
solid rayon taffeta. Wee-waisted, 
wide-skirted, with its own Spencer 
jacket. A “winner” from morn till 

jdnight. Dramatic black stripes 
on white with red or aqua jacket. 










Style No. 721 


22 G3 


40-48 
20%4-28% we = 
s 















§tyLE No. 720—Romantic lace and 
exquisite rayon ninon net. A heav- 
enly dress for dining, dancing and 
“I Do’s.” Triple tucks of net star- 
point the fabulous lace bodice then 
cascade into a cloud-soft whirl of 
skirt. In pink, —, sea blue with 
matching rayon taffeta slip. 














MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
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Skylark Originals ~-.. 
. 
/ 3 Union Square—New York 3,N. Y. 
PREPAID ORDER. I enclose price of gar- . 
, o ment plus 20¢ to postag dhandling. . 
Hy 0 C.O.D. ORDER. | will pay postman 8 
t price of garment plus postage and C.O.D.charges. ‘ 
H I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. 
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New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


° Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 

° Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 
skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 
not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 

* The only leading deodorant that contains 
no water to dry out or decrease its effi- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 

* Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 


jar. Get new Mum today. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


ERE Ee Oe EE 8s 0» a a 17 


Evidently, Wallace hadn’t heard of the old Biblical saying, “Vi Is Mine.” 
He decided to pay off a brutal injustice and became unjust ‘himself 


TE ee ER ch, %6 
Rob blew into Marilyn’s monotonous farm life like a breath of frock air. But, like the 
wind, Rob was wild and restless—and who can live with a tornado? 


ECL 28 
Julia’s beauty helped her to get any man she wanted, but it couldn’t help her hold the 
only man she loved with all her heart. 


I ee wy 5 bw wo: vile MRR eulwe «see ces 30 
As a hotel desk clerk, Steve met cheap, morig 4 women who defiled the idea of love. 
When he discovered a clean, refreshing girl, he couldn’t appreciate her. 


is yw os + 2 SRE eM ee Ree on os 32 
Every girl dreams of being romanced by a real, honest-to-goodness prince. When 
Donna thought she had a royal lover, she went overboard—and suffered. 


ET Pe Oe eee 36 
Elaine was in love with a society scion. She was ashamed  bghe her “a ia When 
she was unmasked, she learned that poor people can be 





SPECIAL FEATURES 


a By Mrs. Muriel Gaines 9 
When the attractive singer met Lee Gaines, handsome Delta Rhythm Quartet member, 
it was a case of love at first sight. 


Are You Sure You’re Legally Married?........................... 14 
June knew that, nowadays, all it takes to break up a marriage is cash and a lawyer. 
She didn’t know that divorce can become a horrible trap. 


I Gave Up Love For My Career............ By Thelma Carpenter 22 
At the age of © age of fou ourteen, the vivacious musical comedy star found out that love and 
show business 


n't always mix well. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Cover Kodachrome by David Jackson 


TAN CONFESSIONS is publish ‘Sad Birest. by Jc Johnson Publishing Co., Inc., 1820 South 1 Michigan Avenue, Chicago tied 








New York wae at 55 West 42 a < second class 

March 3, 1879. Entire contents ripte, o 1951, by Johnson pee ine, Repe aw nlbed ‘in whole. = a saci 
without per — ipee BI bniitted should be 

publisher ty bal of unsolicited manuscripts: pelt-attrecses of WW Ey pe EE Sao n aed 

are not actual and ait : names of persons, are pure! are of models who are actual 

involved in any of the stories. SCRIPTION 1 year (ia issues) $3. yonrs (24 (24 i pad aguen) 95. Canada and Pan-Americad 

countries $4 a year. Other ducal countries $5 a Single copies and Pan- 5 30 cents. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


CAB CALLOWAY 


| have just read the comments of Mrs. 
Jaegers, Mrs. Garner, and W. M. on Mr. Callo- 
way’s article. These ladies are angry because 
Mr. Calloway has dared to tell the real truth 
about white women and their relationships with 
Negro men. I am sure that Mrs. Jaeger’s at- 
tempt at smearing Mr. Calloway because he has 
heen married twice will not fool your intelli- 
gent readers. I congratulate you on printing 
the article. 

Negroes (men and woman) should really 
wake up and learn why white women and men 
marry and mix socially with Negroes. The dark 
skinned people of Asia and parts of Africa are 
not confused on this subject. The enlighten- 
ment of our own people has long been overdue. 

There are three reasons why white women 
or men marry or mix socially with our race. 
They are as follows: (1) They are outcasts or 
people of no real importance in their own race, 
so they seek prestige and respectability among 
us. (2) They are adventurers seeking new 
thrills. (3) They are promoters, politicians, 
communists, or liberals trying to gain our sup- 
port. 

| was born and reared in a midwestern city 
where all my neighbors and playmates were 
white. Since then I have attended a so-called 
liberal college in this area. Such a long asso- 
ciation with white people has given me a very 
good understanding of them. So I say, three 
cheers for Mr. Calloway. 

Dorothy Davis 
Chicago, Illinois 


WANTS LONGER STORIES 


I've just finished reading the April issue of 
Tan Conressions. The stories were all good 
but a little short. I don’t like to make this 
complaint because I think Tan is great. But 
I do wish the stories were longer. They’re so 
good to be short. 

Atrice Lardry 
St. Martinville, La. 


LIKES ‘“‘PROPOSED”’ 


I really enjoy reading Tan CoNnFESSIONS 
every month, and I really look forward to 
“How He Proposed” which in my opinion is 
very entertaining. I would like to know if you 
would please have it written by Mrs. Ezzard 
Charles. 
Jennie Johnson 
Detroit, Michigan 


DEFENDS GI ROMANCE 


I have enjoyed reading Tan CONFESSIONS 
for a great while now and quite a few of my 
friends read and enjoy it. But there was a 
piece in this month’s letter to the editor that 
teally took the cake. 

Bernice, Betty and Charlotte wrote that their 
men were stepping out of their place and mak- 
ing fools of themselves by falling in love with 
the German white women. 

Those girls make it: sound like falling in 
love with a white woman is a crime or a sin. 
Besides they are putting all the blame on the 
women. There have to be two to make love 
and two to make a marriage. 

It is time all races stopped feeling better 
or worse than other races and tried to live 
together. I can see how those girls feel with 
their men far away from home and unfaithful 
to them or perhaps getting married. But if 
if men really love you, girls, believe me they 

will be true and faithful. I would say don’t 












LATEST STYLE FASHION BE-BOPS * 
FREE GUT... 10 Day Tria. Buy Now! 


“MISS BROADWAY” ROSE TINTED LENS 
Ladies rimless. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides 
and nose piece. Mother of Pearl ear pieces. 
Wide library temples are Black, Brown, Bive 
Pearl or Pink Pearl. Comes in Small, Medium or 
large sizes. Clear, Green, Blue or wonderful 
new ROSE TINTED lens. 

Style No. 314. $495 








Clear or green lens. 
YOUNG 
EXECUTIVE 
Latest fashion men's glasses make you more 
more to the girls. Ladies 
. Buy ‘these Hollywood style aves for all 
your friends . they'll love you for it. Brown 


Shell or Blac fram s. 
Style —— $395 








“PROFESSOR” BE-BOP 


For that intellectual look. Rimway style, 14 carat 
heavy gold plated top and sides. Clear, Green or 
Bive lens. 


Style No. 303... $395 
Same style as above in NEW ROSE TINTED lens. 
Style No. 5038 : $495 









Cleer, Green, or 
ROSE TINTED tens. 


LADIES’ GLITTER BE-BOP 


For thot slim figure. Beautiful lightweight Block, 
Brown, Bive Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. Gold 


decorated front and sides. 
Style Ne. inn mace a $ 395 


Cleor or 
green lens. 






LADIES’ BOP-TOPS 
fi i Fashions newest 
Black, “Blue Pearl or Pink 





Smart, appecling 
style. Brown Shell, 
fromes. 








Clear or 


= 
ape? 


LADIES’ LIGHTWEIGHT “LIBRARIAN” 


One of our very best buys. Block, Brown, Bive 
Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. 
gre ee $995 





GENUINE HARLEQUIN BE-BOPS 
Genuine Optical Zy!. Light or Dark Tortoise Shell, 


Bive Pearl, Pink Pearl 


Clear or green lens. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


or Black frames. Smatli, 


SEND NO MONEY—PAY POSTMAN = “Reg. U.S. Pot. 
205 C MARKET STREET 


NEWARK, N. J. 






















**A model learns how to stay looking 
lovely for the camera. Black and 
White Vanishing Cream keeps my 
make-up on longer, fresher looking for 
that perfect Camera Close Up Look.” 









Beautify your complexion with 


Black and White Vanishing Cream. 1 “A 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) oy ged Witte Coantne 
—actually checks skin oiliness. hve C 


* Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Camera Close Up Look—today! 












BOTH RINGS FOR $i 
HAREM CO. “The House of Rings” 30 Church St.,/Dept. R399, N.Y. 7, N.Y. 





LONG VIEW BINOCULARS 


10 1 O act 


Guaranteed perfect precision 
Sturdy construction. Focus is adjust- 





SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT AND WEDDING RINGS 


only $9 Pr 3" 
of 2 rings 
You'll love these rings—the sim: 


ulated diamonds look like ‘3 
“million dollars’’ and sparkie 
with ston 





ground lenses. 


es. 

vin; r size. SEND N able to or eye-stren: . _30-Millimeter objec- 

ONEY . postman only $1 % .Y $2.98. (Sold for 
plus postage for both rings. If mee higher.) 10-day m se 


joney-back gu: . SEND 
or MONEY 0! R FOR $2.98 an 
tage. Or send C.0.D. and 
charges. s 
DeLuxe Model—42mm,...$3.98 Case & Strap... .$1.00 


MARDO SALES CO. Dept. 765 


480 Lexington Ave. New York 17, N. Y. 


pay all postage. GUARANTEE: 
Wear rings 10 days. If not 
pleased return for refund, White 
or yellow gold color effect or 
sterling silver mountings. 




















MUST LOOK LONGER, 


YOUR HAIR 
me LOVELIER IN 5 DAYS 





Lansen Is Guaranteed 


to give you hair that looks longer, lovelier and silkier 
than ever before. Lanson’s antiseptic action, plus 
sulphur, lanolin and beneficial lubricating oils con- 
dition hair and scalp. 


MAKE THIS HAIR BEAUTY TEST AT 
OUR EXPENSE 


if at the end of 5 days you are nof more than 
satisfied, full purchase price will be refunded. 


LANSON 
ANTISEPTIC CONDITIONER 





MADAM G. 8S. MORGAN YOUNG. 
owner Gorine Beauty College. Mem- 
President Na‘ 


. and fo tional 
jeauty Culture League. says, “I FOR HAIR AND SCALP 
poop edame ob ey, bey: all 1. Brings you new hair beauty and lustre. 
d Lanson b it has given 2. Helps prevent excessive falling and break- 





them the most beautiful hair the 
ever had. In my opinion, Lanson 
the best preparation I have used.” 


SEND NO Lay ey? Postman 
plus 


1.60 ¥ 
or anita ae 


sending $1.50 with Order. 


ing off at ends when due to dryness. 
Softens, smoothes harsh, dry, brittle hair. 
Removes ugly, loose, flaky dandruff. 
Relieves tormenting itching of dry scalp. 
Gives you hair that is as long as possible for 
you to have. 





PAP we 


LANSON CO. Dept. T¢-L-3 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 


LeEECTS consinnes 


worry if you know they really love you. By 
don’t go putting on any white woman all the 
blame that your men are turning to them. | 
is your fault if you can’t hold them. Yoy 
three girls Bernice, Betty and Charlotte had 


better wise up. 
Jean, Anna and Carol 
Cincinnati, Ohig 


MIXED MARRIAGE STORY 


I am a student here at the Fayetteville State 
Teachers College and have recently become 
regular reader of the Tan ConrFreEssIONs. 

I have found this magazine very educational 
and much pleasure. This magazine is also be. 
coming widely read among other students on 
the campus. ; 

One of the best stories in this issue is “Our 
Mixed Marriage Didn’t Work.” I will look 
for more exciting stories like this in months 
to come. 

Raymond L. Exum 
Fayetteville, North Carolina 


I’ve just finished reading “Our Mixed Mar. 
riage Didn’t Work.” I do not believe that any 
one who is thinking of going into a mixed 
marriage should use Carol’s experience as a 
warning. Carol’s unhappy marriage was her 
own fault. Her husband, Ken, was willing to 
give up many things including a promotion 
for her. If he was willing to do this with- 
out regret she should have stuck to her mar- 
riage, if only for the sake of their unborn 
child. Now she will probably turn to a Negro 
man to support the child of her ex-husband. 

This I think will be unfair to the Negro she 
will marry, to her ex-husband who still really 
loves her, and to the child who will be de- 
prived of her own father. Carol has indeed 
shown more prejudice than all of the people 
she thought were against her marriage. He 
did not ask her to sacrifice anything. He lost 
the promotion but he was still willing to work 
and take care of her. I hope that other girls 
who read the story will not make the same 
mistake Carol did. 

Norma L. Johnson 
Columbus, Ohio 


TOO MANY BIG SHOTS 


I am a constant reader of your magazine and 
enjoy it very much. The stories are very in- 
teresting. My mother thinks it is tops. 

Some readers complain. I am not complain- 
ing but please write some stories about poor 
people sometime. People do get tired of read- 
ing big shot stories. But other than that, TaN 
will always get my vote as the best. Do by 
all means keep up the good work. 

James Braswell 
Chattanooga, Tennessee 


SUGGESTS TAN PAL CLUB 


I have written to you before But I did not 
see my name in your magazine. A bunch of 
us college girls are readers of TAN CONFES- 
sions. We enjoy reading it very much and 
think it is a very good magazine. 

We would like to offer a suggestion. Why 
not start a get-acquainted section in Tan Con- 
FEssIONS. In this you could publish photo- 
graphs, names, ages, heights, weight, etc., of 
different people who send in their photos and 
the needed information. 

We realize this is your magazine and we are 
not trying to tell you how to run it, but we 
thought it would be a grand idea. I know for 
sure the guys in Korea would like the idea. 
How about it? 

Miss Muriel Jean Williams 





San Francisco, California 




















By Dan Burley 


DNA McGRIFF, the 16-year-old high 

school girl from Harlem, knocked 
once on the door of fame and it opened 
to her on her first bid. The Washing- 
ton Irving High School home economics 
student got started in show business 
with her sensational Jubilee recording 
of her own tune, Heavenly Father, which 
has turned out to be one of the big rec- 
ords of the year. A newcomer on the 
song front, the teen-ager. now finishing 
high school, is nonetheless, completely 
at home both on the theatre stage and 
in front of a microphone. 

Her delivery is impressive and to the 
record buyer who knows his singers, 
she sounds at times like the early Ruth 
Brown, again like Sarah Vaughan and 
at other times, something like Ella Fitz- 
gerald. But Edna does not make the 
stupid mistake of outright copying. In- 
stead, she retains certain qualities of 
her own that go to make one of the 
freshest and most listenable styles heard 
for a long time. She is vocally equipped 
to make a song come alive and Heavenly 
Father is ideally suited for the experi- 
ment. 

Actually, Heavenly Father is a hybrid 
tune, part spiritual, part ballad, part 
blues. Its theme is based on a prayerful 
song of a lover entreating God to pro- 
tect her man in the service. It retains 
throughout a hymn-like attribute that 
stirs a deep sense of nostalgia. The lyric 
pattern is based on hope and supplica- 
tion. The Korean situation and the ever- 
threatening presence of another world 
War provide (Continied on Page 69) 








‘Round-the-docek 
protection against 
“Tell-Tale Mouth 





/PANA KEEPS BREATH and TEETH CLEANER. . . 
REDUCES TOOTH DECAY / 


Yes, using Ipana regularly after 
eating removes major CAUSES of 
mouth odor—keeps breath and 
teeth cleaner all day and evening. 


This gives you really wonderful 
‘round-the-clock protection against 
“Tell-Tale Mouth.” 

And it reduces tooth decay one of 
the best ways known. 





Products of Bristol-Myers 


Ipana contains all the ingredients 
necessary for effective mouth hygiene, 
including two scientifically formu- 
lated purifying ingredients. 


Try it. Check the clean, keen-tasting 
freshness Ipana gives your whole 
mouth. Get this tooth paste that is 
proved in use by millions. 











3 INCHES OFF WAIST 
WITH 


GN ARRO-WAIST 
TUMMY REDUCER 


22 igen 
FEATURES TO 


STREAM-LINE 
LARGE WOMEN 




















Adjustable, side 
siraps mold you 
inches thinner 


You'll be thritied when 
you see how graceful 
and lovely a slimmer 
waist and flat stomach 
make Your heart 
will beat tn youthful 
excitement as this 
amazing sliding panet 
aay moids your 
igure into fashionable, 
flattening curves from 
your breasts 


magic features com- 
bine to bring you more 
satisfaction from a 
foundation — 
than you ever thought 
possible. 

ADJUSTABLE 

TO COMFORTABLE 


TAILOR MADE FiT! 










Your “GRACE” NARROW-WAIST 
TUMMY REDUCER is patented to 
protect you against imitations. ta 
seconds, 3 inches disappear off the 
waist and then—like magic—goneis 
that unwanted protruding stomach. 
There are 22 features in all. Each 
section automatically controls you. 
The arrangement of straps at each 
side draws the waist-line in. The 
front adjustment flattens your 
tummy. Presto! Alluring curves re- 
place ugly bwiges. Never before 
such perfect fit, ease and comfort. 
You'll feet like a mithon. You'll 
look younger. You can easily and 
gracefully bend, walk or dance. 
Beautifully made too. You'll be 
proud to own it and prowder 
when you wear it. The extra 
length detachable adjustable 
garters complement the other 22 
features. 


FREE 10 DAYS TRIAL *~ esnnsce” 


Order today, Wear 10 days FREE. Waist 
sizes, 24 te 34, $3.98. Watst sizes, 3Sto 
44, $498. (SOc extra for the 4 long 
fength detechabdle and adjustable 
gerters.) 

















S. 1. WEGMAN CO., INC. DEPT. K904 
836 Broadway, New York 3. N.Y. 
Rush my new “GRACE” WARROW-WAIST TUMMY REDU- 
CER at once. If | am not thrillingly satisfied | wilt return 
it i as 10 day FREE trial for.prompt refund of full pur- 
chase price. A 

Size..... .(waist size in inches). Also send me ..... 
= of extra-length detachable garters at only 50c for set 
of four. 

Send C.0.D. § will pay postman on delivery plus few 
cents postage. 

i enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co.will pay postage. 
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TEEN 
TALK 








By Jane Walters 


A LONG LONG time ago, even before 

the Democrats came into power, 
parents had an annoying little habit of 
ending arguments, disputes and all other 
juvenile unpleasantnesses with one 
sweeping gesture—a backhanded bop 
flush across the nearest kisser. 

Present-day psychologists and parent 
guidance manuals don’t recommend that 
children do the slapping, but they do en- 
courage what amounts to equal rights 
and at least verbal defense for fry as 
young as the five- and six-year-olds. 

Where, then, ask many of you half- 
grown guys and gals, is the line drawn 
between respect and impudence? When 
is an honest explanation “sass?” Why 
is righteous defense labeled “inso- 
lence?” How can you, in your teen-age 
innocence, prevent a casual comment 
from being interpreted as “talking 
back?” 

There are a lot of grandparents and 
fortunately or unfortunately, still many 
mothers and fathers who insist upon 
having the last word in conversations 
with their offspring. Usually, having 
started the discussion, they feel they are 
entitled to stop it. Since it is their own 
conversation, taking place in their own 
home and since you are their child, they 
probably do have a point. 

The zero hour, that raised-voice para- 
graph in these little family brawls, is 
marked by these familiar last words: 
“And not another word out of you! You 
hear?” “And that’s final!” “Now, shut 
up!” Little brother, '.aving come along 
under a different PTA régime, can tell 
the household higher-ups to go sit on a 
cake of dry ice, and never stop drilling 
for oil through the center of the oriental 
rug. But if you even try to explain some 
overt act, you are given the shush sign. 

Well, daughter, son, your Aunt Jane 
is no psychologist (praise Allah). She 
isn’t even married (more’s the pity). 
But she was once your age (twice your 


age now). She still remembers th 
seeming injustice of it all. Being 10 
per cent on your side and at the risk of 
a parental boycott, a cut in salary ora 
Kefauver investigation, little Janie is 
going to speak her limited mind. If you 
take this advice and get the living day. 
lights whaled out of you, don’t say you 
weren't warned. 

Talking back is like smoking, drink. 
ing, eating and sleeping—and that old 
saw about it not being the heat but the 
humidity that gets you. It isn’t so much 
what you say as how you say it. Any 
dramatic club member knows that “no” 
can be said in such a smooth way that 
it will sound like “yes.” Dress your neg- 
ative up with a big smile, add a polite 
“thank you” and see how well it will 
pass for “amen!” 

Now suppose Mother jumps all over 
you for coming home at midnight from 
a party that she knows ended at 10. 
Every time you try to explain she tells 
you she wants to hear no more about it, 
dares you to open your big mouth. This 
time, you really do have a good excuse 
and naturally you feel cheated and frus- 
trated because she won’t let you use it. 

If it is like that, don’t blow your top. 
Play it calm. Your good conduct record 
may be at stake, but not your life. If 
you don’t want to get smacked, get 
smart. There are two things that you 
can do. One, let it lay. Wait until she 
cools off and you cool down. Then talk 
it over. 

The other alternative is to answer 
quietly and without anger. “Yes, 
Mother. Yes, Mother, that is true. ! 
should have come right home.” If 
Mother doesn’t faint dead away at this 
revolutionary reaction from her owt 
flesh and blood, she will at least be mo 
mentarily stunned to silence. When this 
happens follow up—not too quickly ot 
too eagerly (Continued on Page 72) 
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BY MURIEL GAINES 


o> no intention of giving up my 

freedom and getting married to big, 
handsome and personable Lee Gaines of 
the Delta Rhythm Boys quartet, but | 
did. It was in 1939 that I got a call from 
my very good friend, the late Bill (Bo- 
jangles) Robinson, to dance in his Hot 
Mikado chorus line and play a small role 
when the show opened on Broadway. 
I was perfectly satisfied, I felt, with my 
dancing, for I had danced at the Cotton 
Club, Smalls Paradise, the Plantation 
and several other big New York clubs. 
Apparently I was doing all right. I even 
thought I had a future as a dancer for I 
had been in one of Lew Leslie’s editions 
of Blackbirds and had already been to 
Europe. 

But you cannot reckon freely with 
fate, When you have your 
mind set on one course of action, it is 
almost a certainty that something will 
happen to throw you off your course and 
get you situations you 
dreamed possible. Maybe you'll remem- 
ber the Hot Mikado. It went on the 
boards after the Swing Mikado, a Chi- 


I know. 


into never 


cago WPA version of the Gilbert & Sul- 


livan operetta, had made an instanta- 
neous hit. 
we had Bojangles heading the cast and 
even though I had but a minor part in it, 


But ours was the big one for 


I was seeing a big Broadway future for 
myself after the show played its course. 





Responsibility for my marriage to Lee 


Gaines can be traced to little Frankie 4 


Dee, who was playing a role in the 
Mikado. The famous Schenley whiskey 
salesman introduced me to Lee Gaines. 
This was ironic, for Lee and I had been 
seeing one another since 1938, living 
across the street from each other in Har- 
lem, playing the same cities in South 
America. Yet, we never spoke for we 
had not been formally introduced. 

I was in a Clarence Robinson-pro- 
duced Cotton Club show that toured such 
South American cities as Buenos Aires, 


Lee 
and his Delta Rhythm Boys were singing 


Santiago, Chile and Lima, Peru. 


in the same theatres and night clubs, but 
still we did not cross one another’s path. 
He was in South America with the quar- 
tet under the direction of Frederick Hall, 
their music instructor at Dillard Uni- 
versity in New Orleans from which 
school the four had graduated. A radio 
commentator heard them sing, booked 
them for the tour. 

Lee was just starting as a singer and 
composer. He became a member of 
ASCAP in 1952 based on the lyrics he 
wrote for Duke Ellington. These in- 
cluded the lyrics for Just a Sittin’ An’ a 
Rockin’, 
Count 


Just Squeeze Me and also for 
One O'Clock Jump 
(Continued on Page 62) 
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DID YOU EVER SEE 


ee 





You Men and Women Who Have Made Your Scalp Dry, Itching, Dandruffy ... You Men and Wo 
Who Choke Off Hair Growth by Clogging the Scalp With Layers of Grease ... You Folks W 
Throw Hair Away Every Time You Comb It... You Girls Whose Hair Has Been Dyed, Straightened! 
Lyed, Burned, Baked, Dried, Pulled and Tortured Until It Frizzies Up Like the Business End of a Porcupine 


Once upon a time man | when it’s dry, and—dry it when it’s wet 
was a savage. His | .. . and still expect it to grow naturally 
wants were few and his | long, healthy, and glistening. Nature doesn’t 
troubles many. One of | work that way, and you can’t kid Nature. 
his main troubles was | Keep it up and your barber won’t charge 
keeping his long hair | you for cutting your hair, he'll charge you 
from falling over his | for finding it. 

eyes. One day he was 
caught in a rain storm. 
His hair became soak- 
ing wet. He pushed it 
back . . . and it stayed 
back . . . Then, the 
fun began. Soon some- 
one said, “Let’s put 
grease on our hair and 
that will keep it back.” 
Someone else said “Let's 
then we can make the 


about Bill ——————, who 
came into his office with a 
serious nervous condition. 
Bill had recently been mar- 



















out that prior to retiring, his 
wife went through a slight ceremony. First 
she took off false eyelashes and placed thent 
on the dresser. Next, she removed her dental 
plates, and, they too, went on the dresser. 
Finally, she took off a wig, or transforma- 
tion, if you please, and placed it on the 
dresser, mext to the eye-lashes and plates. 
After a week of this, Bill came to see the 
doctor. Can you blame him for being nerv- 
ous? There was more of his wife on the 
dresser than there was in bed. 
But don’t laugh . . . that’s not funny. A 
wealthy manufacturer of.wigs and transfor- 
| mations told me there are nearly a million 
baldheaded women in these United States! 
You may not suspect it, but they’re with us 
And something like ten thousand more are 
going bald every month. Bald women! And, 
| that’se not counting those with skimpy, 
scraggly hair that breaks off, splits at ends, 
frizzles up like a porcupine. 


it's Only Common Sen 


Look at it this way. The 
average woman washes and 
hot combs her hair once a 
week . . . not because it’s 
dirty or needs to be straight- 
ened but because she has 
nothing better to do. That’s 
52 times a year her hair is 
soaped, doped, scrubbed, rubbed, rinsed, 
twisted, turned, burned, tortured and 
abused. They heat the hair until it actually 
sizzles like meat in the frying pan! Have 
you ever seen a nice soft dress that’s been 


use hot combs .. . 
hair lay back real nice.” Someone else said, 
‘Let’s add perfume, then we'll all smell like 
flowers.” By this time, many of his troubles | 


were gone . . . and so was most of his hair. | 
That's true. Think for a minute .. . have | 
vou ever seen a picture of a baldheaded 
cave man? Naturally not! He couldn't go 
to barbers or beauty shops, he never heard 
of a tonic—a hot comb or hair straighteners. 
All he had was a loin-cloth and the most 
luxurious, thickest, longest, most healthy | 
looking hair any man or woman could want. 
His problem wasn’t growing hair . . . it was 
getting rid of it. Modern civilization took 
care of that problem .. . look around you 
today 


Give Me 10c For Every Bald- 

headed Man or Woman in | 

the Country Today and I'll 
Be Worth $1,300,000.00! 


When I say bald... I 
“<~ don’t mean “going bald” 
— ...I mean a head of skin 
# ~ instead of a head of hair 
Ce . . . mirror-like finish. 
\ And, just out of curiosity 
. .. have you ever won- 
dered where all this hair disappeared to? 
It's simple. You'll find it in the bath room‘ 
sink and bath tub. You'll find it on combs 
and on brushes. Show me YOUR comb, and 
I'll tell you how much hair you've got left. 
I've actually seen cases where a man had 
more broken off hair on his comb than he | 
had on his head. The saddest part of all this 
is the fact that you look at the hairs on the 
tub, sink and on the comb and say, “Tsk, 
tsk, I can’t understand it. After all I’ve done 
for it, and I’m still shedding.” If you were a 
poodle, I'd feel sorry. But most humans 
don’t deserve to have hair. 


100,000 Hairs on Your Head 
and You've Got to “Baby’ 
Each One! 


A few years ago, a friend 

of mine started to raise a 
garden. He read a book 
. . . followed instructions, 








second ironing, it’s wonderful for polishing 
the car. What do you think happens to your 


| run your fingers through what’s left of your 
hair. What man do you know that’s still got 
ALL his hair? Only about one man in ten 
reaches the age of 50 with all his hair . . . 
| over 12 million baldheaded men and going 
; on 30 million more men in various stages of 
| alopecia areata which is the doctor's way of 
saying areas of baldness or bald spots! At 
the rate YOUR hair is breaking off or falling 
out, there'll be 12 million and one bald- 
headed men very soon. Of course, YOU 
won't think of washing and ironing YOUR 
hair once a week. You’re too smart for that. 
Instead you drown it every time you take a 
bath and then smack on layer after layer of 
grease. 365 days a year you'll douse your 


- ol mal pape ey” hair with soap and water, then douse it with 
was happy. But, then he tonic, grease, alcohol or oil. If you pity the 





poor woman, think what is happening to 
YOUR hair. Look what is happening to it, 
if you can find it! 


If Hair Hurt, You'd Scream! 


And ladies—what you're doing to your hair 
when you go to straighten it, at home! If 
you think men are crazy for using so much 
| stuff on their heads, think what happens 
when you douse your hair with lye or am- 
monium thyoglycolate. That’s what’s in 


began to wonder. If water- 
ing plants once a day is 
good—watering them three times a day 
should be three times better. That’s just 
what he did . . . truly a genius. Soon the 
shoots drooped . . . the plants became brown 

the roots died . . . his garden was dead. 
Hair is pretty much the same way. You 
an't douse it, bake it, drown it, twist it, 
grease it, jump on it, beat it, cook it with 
hot irons, lacquer it, perfume it .. . wet it | 


10 


Doctors, Too, Have Troubles | 


-Recently, a Doctor told me | 


ried and had every reason to | 
be happy. It finally turned | 


| Mother 


| most Hair Straighteners and that is also in 

depilatories that are used to take off hair 
If 
your hair hurt or pained when you abused 
it, like your hands or feet, you’d be scream- 
But fortunately hair has no nerves. 


from arms and legs. Ask any doctor. 
ing. 
| Hair doesn’t hurt—it just drops DEAD. 


Baaa! Baaa! 


amazed. Did 






| I'm 
| you ever ride past a 
| farm on a rainy day \y 
| and see sheep hud- 
| dled together? 
sorry for them. You 
| shouldn’t. They \y 
should pity you, Mr. 
Husband, who pays 


hard-earned, honest dollars every time your 
wife goes to a beauty shop. What SHE is 
trying to buy is the same thing the sheep 
gets for nothing . . . beautiful, healthy, thick, | 


luxurious hair. The harder it rains . . . the 


longer and heavier the sheep's wool be- | 


comes. A_ slight drizzle and the little 


woman’s expensive beauty parlor job looks 


like something the cat dragged in. What am 
I trying to prove? I'll tell you. 


Did You Ever See a Bald- 


headed Sheep? «>= 


Nature was 
kinder to the sheep 
than she was to modern 
womanhood. She gave 
the sheep healthy hair 

. she gave the sheep 
long, thick, heavy 
tresses. Yes, the sheep is 
the only animal bred in captivity that grows 
hair the same way we humans grow hair— 
on the top of our heads. If a sheep’s hair 





| isn’t cut, it grows and grows and becomes 
| longer and thicker, and shinier day by day. 


What a beautiful thought especially for 


| you women who have dried out shredded 


washed and ironed 52 times? After the fifty- | 


| hair? The men are in hysterics. Gentlemen, | 


wheat instead of hair . . . you'll never see 
a sheep in a beauty parlor or barber shop 

and you'll never see a baldheaded sheep. 
Like the poor, ignorant pre-historic man .. . 
the sheep's problem is not growing hair... . 
It’s getting rid of it. 


Save Your Hair for Your 
Old Age! 


Just because your father was (7 
bald doesn’t mean you too J 
are destined to be bald. Just 
because your father ruined 
his hair and scalp by too 
much grease, too many ton- 
ics, too many hair-straight- 
ening chemicals . . . doesn't 
mean you, too, have to ruin your hair and 
scalp by making the same mistakes. Dad 
was great .. . but he wasn’t always right 

. even though he thought so. When 







Mother stopped washing your hair and said, | 


“Son, you're a big boy now—you can start 
washing your own hair,” she didn't mean to 
wash it down the drain. Friends, you wash 
your hair for one simple reason . . . to clean 
it. You don’t wash it to “keep it clean”... 
you wash it to clean it, if it’s dirty. Please 


read this carefully—any man or woman who | 


properly brushes their hair shouldn't have 
to wash it more than 12 times a year! Now, 


I’m not talking to you people who work in | 


coal mines. I’m talking to you men and 
women who lead normal, healthy, everyday 
lives . . . men and women whose hair, if 
given half a chance, CAN be healthy, CAN 
be lovely .. . CAN be longer and shiny with 
sparkling highlights that invite admiration 
and praise. 


_ It's Simple to Have Healthy 
Hair 


Each single hair is smooth 
| and flexible. Dirt doesn’t 
| get INTO it . . . dirt gets 
| around it. All it takes to 
| keep normal hair clean is a 
| good hair brush and a few 
| flicks of the wrist. When 
you see gleaming, sparkling ‘ 
| hair, you are usually looking at healthy hair 
| that has been polished clean. Do this: Afte 
| running the brush through your hair a fey 


| dozen times, try this little exercise. Place al 
ten fingers on your scalp . . . if you have 
more, place them on too . . . now, 


You'll usually find that people with lots of 
hair have a loose scalp . . . the less hair they 
have, the tighter the skin on the scalp. By 
moving the scalp back and forth, you en. 
courage blood circulation, and help keep the 
| scalp loose. By brushing the hair, you keep 
it polished and clean. What could bk 
simpler ? 


The Hard Way 


é 


| 
| move the skin on your scalp back and forth, 
| 


If you’ve read this far, 
you probably mean busi- 
ness. It usually works 
out that the more hair 
you own, the sooner you 
stop reading. The bald- 






, the way through with 
hope in their hearts. 
| Sorry, boys, I can’t re- 
grow it for you. I’m only ‘ 
here to keep others from looking like you do. 
But stick around .. . it’s nice having bald 
heads around for atmosphere . . . it proves 
| what can happen if you're not careful. Now 
let’s go on with the story. The ordinary 
man or woman thinks they are doing them- 
selves a big favor by washing and ironing 
their hair weekly, semi-weekly or oftener. 
Do you know what happens when you wash 
| and iron your hair? Sure, you wash off the 
| loose dirt . . . but you also WASH OFF 
AND DRY UP THE NATURAL OILS 
THAT COAT THE SHAFT OF YOUR 
HAIR ... the oil that makes the hair shiny, 
handsome and easy to comb, easy to dress, 
| easy to manage. I told this to a woman 
some time ago, and she said: “Yes, but after 
my hair is dry, I re-oil it” . . . How nice, 
SHE RE-OILS IT. She doesn’t need hair . .. 
she needs ball-bearings. Any time you want 
your hair to catch dirt, dust, lint and any- 
thing else dulling that may be in the air, us 
an oil on it . . . or better still, use a grease. 
This makes the hair nice and sticky . . . ust 
enough of it, and you'll need a hammer and 
chisel to get your hat off. Friends, common 
sense tells us it’s foolish to wash out Na- 
ture’s natural oils and try to replace them 
| with something that belongs in a garage. 
| There's no substitute for Nature. 





Sheep Again! 
Speaking of Nature, 
let’s get back to the 
sheep again. For a 
long time, scientific 
| people wondered * 
why the sheep had 
such long, ever-.. 
| growing wool... 
| They examined this 
wool . . . and found Z 
in it an oil that was a great deal like human 
hair oil. For want of a better name, they 
called it Lanolin. Today, refined Lanolin s 


| Here’s Our Friend the 
| 
| 









RBEESHESSSEELE {( aa 


SSS STR EEQ ERS 


my 


FETSaEESREFELES RES STREET 





SHRSTRFAZSRTSSTEZ EE 








BALDHEADED SHEEP? 


YES, ALL YOU MEN AND WOMEN WHO THINK LONG, { 
NATURALLY SHINY, HEALTHY, EASY TO DRESS HAIR IS { 
WONDERFUL ... YOU ARE THE ONES WHO SHOULD READ ( 

EVERY WORD OF THIS AMAZING TRUE STORY ( 
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wed in hospitals all over the country. It is 
wed to promote healing, it is used to keep 
skinsoft and healthy . . . it is used to re- 
the natural oil in our body. And al- 
most every one of the high priced shampoos 
or hair tonics or creams BRAG about the 
tisy bit of Lanolin in the product. Friends, 
Lanolin is used to replace the natural oils 
it so closely resembles the natural 
our body. Yes, what could be more 
than using an animal oil where an 
imal oil is needed. Not only is Lanolin 
beneficially on the body, but Lanolin 
is hii recommended for the hair and 
! Friends, I tell you this in all sincerity. 

me 
their life washing, ironing, doping, 
i abusing their hair . . . and I'll 
you a man or woman with dull, drab 
ir, split ends, and the most lifeless look- 
ing butch of dried out kinks you ever saw 
in your life. When you wash the oil out of 
your hair, your scalp and hair are left dry. 
dry scalp flakes . . . you call these flakes 
... 1 call them “Scalp Suicide.” 
Hyou've got too much hair . . . if you want 
to lose it .. . I can’t think of a better way to 


doit. . 


Don’t Wash and Iron Your 


Hair Every Time You Wash | 


Your Body! 
I've begged you 


float it away .. . leaving 

ir bare and unprotected until the poor, 
overworked hair glands push more oil into 
the hair the way Nature intended. That’s 
why your hair falls into unmanagable wild 
knots every time you wash it. All I ask is 
that you REPLACE the oil you’ve washed 
of with Lanolin. I’ve recommended Lano- 


lin because I've seen the miracles Lanolin | 
has done for others who were committing 


the same hair suicide. 


Here’s the Secret! 


Men, put a little Lanolin | 
on the tips of your fin- | 


gers. Lanolin melts at 
body temperature. Start 
rubbing your scalp from 
the base of your neck and 


work up into the hair on | 
the top of your head. | 
Then place a little more | 


x 
lanolin into the palms of your hands and 


Tub them together. Then run your palms | 


over the top of your hair. Then run a comb 
your hair. Now, step back and see 
fer yourself the miracle that has happened 
to your hair. Even this very first treatment 
stould convince yo 
heavy grease, pomade or sticky engine oil to 
keep your hair looking handsome, neat and 
lidy. When you wake up in the morning, 
you won't find the pillow covered with a 
fm of oil . . . pure Lanolin penetrates into 
the skin, soaks into the hair and leaves it 
sort, easy to keep in place and... . 
tatural oils are back again, you'll have the 
a luster and sheen nature intended it 
ve, 


ltl tl ttl 


man or woman who spends | 








that you don’t need | 


when | 
| here, in my opinion, is the most successful 





Ladies, Let Your Hair Down! | 


Put a little Lanolin on the 

palms of your hands. Now, 

rub your palms together 

and run them over your 

hair . . . dig your fingers 

deep into the hair so you 

get right down to the scalp. 

Use just enough to give it 

a luster. Because Lanolin 

isn’t sticky, it won’t pick . 

up dirt from the air. But wait . . . please 
pay attention. You men and women are so 
used to quick results that you’ve been 
spoiled. All I ask is that you be patient and 
fair... . Do as I’ve suggested every day for 
thirty days. At the end of thirty days, look 
at your hair, feel your hair, ask any doctor 
about your hair. . . . When Lanolin has 
counteracted the drying effect by replacing 
with Lanolin the oil that you’ve been burn- 
ing out with hot combs you may expect 
thicker, longer, healthier hair. The ends of 
your hair will have stopped cracking, split- 
ting and breaking off. Your hair will be 
softer, straighter, shinier and far easier to 
dress. Is it worth it? You bet your life it’s 
worth it. . . . Just ask someone who is 
losing hair how much they would give ‘to 
have it all back. 


Let's Pull Each Other's Hair! 
If by chance, some ais ove 
you girls should get into~ /, >» £ 

an argument and some- — 

one says: “I'll scratch, 

your eyes out!”’. . . tell 

them to pull your hair 

instead. . . . It’s good 

for the hair—it’s better 

for the scalp. Each morning give your hair 
a good going over. Jerk it about, handful 
by handful. You'll exercise the scalp, make 
it looser. You'll pull the hair, stretch it 
longer. You'll wake up circulation of blood 
that gives life and strength to hair folligles. 
It increases the flow of protective oils. 
About the only exercise the hair gets is when 
you’re deep in thought and you reach up, 
scratch your head and say, “Hmm, let me 
think !” That isn’t very much exercise when 
you figure how seldom some of us think. 
This hair pulling operation works wonders 
for both men and women. 


NOW! HERE'S WHAT 


Ladies and gentlemen. . . . I’ve told you 
what Lanolin can do. . . . I’ve told you what 


| itis... where it comes from and how much 


it can help you . . . how Lanolin helps your 
hair grow longer, more lustrous and healthy 
. . .:let me tell you about NIL-O-NAL 
(that’s Lanolin spelled backwards). Friends, 


Lanolin preparation for dry, hard, harsh 





hair ever made. All the stickiness has been | 
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refined away, all the odor removed. NIL- 

O-NAL is clear, greaseless, delightful. Here | 
is genuine Lanolin extracted from the wool 
of sheep at its finest. It is skillfully blended 
by one of America’s best known chemists 
and made ready for human use. And, 
friends, here is the proof: Puta little NIL- 
O-NAL in the palm of your hand. Add a 
few drops of water . . . see the impossible 
. .. see oil and water mix before your very 


eyes. 
Lovely hair is lustrous, shiny, easy to comb 
and easy to dress hair. NIL-O-NAL is 
colorless itself but, it intensifies and shines 
the natura] color tone of your hair. It 
makes black hair glistening black . . . it 
brings out sparkling highlights and natural 
hues, even those you never knew were there. 
There’s nothing better for little girl’s hair 
or to train that boy’s wild, wild hair to stay | 
put. For the men . . . all you do is ruba | 
little NIL-O-NAL on your palms and then 
rub your palms over your hair. You need 
nothing else, only NIL-O-NAL. Friends, | 
I've done all I can do. I’ve told you how | 
excess washing ruins your hair. . . . I’ve told 

you to brush imstead of wash. Fve told you | 
to stop cooking your hair with hot combs. 
I’ve told you please replace the natural oil 
that keeps the hair healthy and beautiful. 
And, I’ve told how NIL-O-NAL repairs | 
much of the drying-out damage caused by 
too many hot iron treatments, too many 


oceuensscescescccuse Mail This Coupon Today 
NIL-O-NAL COMPANY, Dept. 123J, 242 E. Ohio St., Chicago (1, Illinois 


Gentlemen: 


(Economy Offer . . 


Name js cee 


Address 


City 
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Rush me the 240-day supply of NIL-O-NAL. If everything you've said 
isn't 100 per cent true, and I'm not entirely delighted, | can return 
unused portion and receive full refund. 

. THREE $2.00 Jars only $5.00 plus tax. . . 


dyes . . . too many trips to the beauty 
parlor. Now, it’s up to you. It’s YOUR 
hair . . . you alone are going to suffer if it 
falls out, dries up, breaks off, gets frizzly— 


| or drops dead. But, here’s one more thing 


I’m willing to do NIL-O-NAL was first in- 
troduced to sell for $3.00 a jar. That's enough 
to last dad, mother, sister and brother, 
an entire family two months. To introduce 
NIL-O-NAL in your town, I will send you 
this original $3.00 jar for only $2.00 


| plus tax. Use NIL-O-NAL for 30 days. At 


the end of 30 days, if everything I’ve told 
you isn’t 100 per cent true .. . if your hair 
isn’t longer, lovelier, glossier, more healthy, 
softer, straighter and far more easy to dress, 
I want you to return the unused portion of 


| NIL-O-NAL for a complete refund. We 


know what NIL-O-NAL can do for your 
hair. We know that once you've tried it, 
you'll tell your friends. That's all we want. 


| Now, if you want the hair benefits I’ve 
| promised, here’s what you do. Just print 


4 name and address on the coupon be- 
. Send no money. In just a few days 
you will receive your 240-day supply of 
NIL-O-NAL. On arrival pay your postman 
only $2.00 per jar, plus 20 per cent govern- 
ment tax and C.0.D. postage. Or, enclose 
only $2.40 with the coupon and we will pay 


| postage. Use it as directed. Obtain the re- 
| sults promised or return for full refund. 


Thanks for your attention. 


same guarantee) 


O Send C.0.D. PH pay 
postman only $2.00 per 
jar plus 20% Fed. Tax 
and C.0.D. postage. 

OO THREE $2.00 Jars only 
$5.00 plus 20% Fed. Tax 
and C.0.D. postage. 


0 Enclosed is cash, check 
or money order for $2.40. 


C2 $6.00 for Economy Offer. 
2 Send prepaid. 
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CREAM 


GUARANTEES RESULTS 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best—makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say, “how lucky 
she is to have such lovely skin!” 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 


contains no oil, no t 
Lightens skin and —— 
shine 





FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


NADINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, ever- 

» famous Nadinola 
Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cos- 
metic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 








at the same 
time. 75¢ and $1.25. 
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MAKE MONEY 7 ASY, 


GET PERSONAL DRESSES 


Show Gorgeous New Styles 
Actual Sample Fabrics 
ity to 





ase 
e' , and 
to get lovely dresses to wear! Just show your 
friends neighbors gg a lay 
dresses, and lingerie, hosiery, children’s wear, 
men’s oticte, Le nectar ys epee at 
amazi low prices—' it for you. 
NO MONEY —NO EXPERI BMGs NEEDED. 
‘ou can even get personal dresses WITH- 
OUT PAYING ONE CENT FOR THEM. A3Sa 


Rush Name for SAMPLES! 


SEND NO MONE Y—Wesend 
of ACTUAL SAMP! 





presen’ — 
—with complete instructions and 
money: plans. y. 


THE MELVILLE COMPANY 4 
Dept. 7466 Cincinnati 25, Ohic 












By Helen Sides 
















Lie DOES my handwriting change 
from time to time? 

This question has been asked by many 
of my readers. 

Just as science says the body is con. 
tinually renewing itself, so is the mind 
of every individual constantly changing 
and developing. These changes are re- 
vealed in your writing. 


a oo felt 


If your signature differs from your 
regular style of writing don’t feel you’re 
the only one. I think signatures of most 
people show them putting their best 
foot—or shall I say, hand, forward. In 
writing a signature, a person is self-con- 
scious. He wants others to know he 
writes well. Even the poorest penman 
tries to inject style into his signature. 
Of course individual characteristics are 
still present. 

When the signature is small and the 
handwriting larger the writer underesti- 
mates the importance of herself. At the 
same time she makes demands of so- 
ciety to compensate. The signature will 
say: “I'll have you know I’m a perfect 
lady.” 

When the signature is large and the 
writing very small the writer lacks self- 
reliance. He tries to be impressive and 
domineering. His signature will say, 
“You do as I tell you and I mean 
quickly.” 

When the signature has more flour- 
ishes than the handwriting and is un- 
derscored, it seems to say, “I’m So and 
So, don’t forget it.” You can be sure 
there is vanity present. 

In the case of a sameness in writing 
and signature we know the writer is nat- 
ural. He is the same in public as in pri- 
vate. These signatures say, “Hey, there. 
Call me friend.” (Cont'd on Page 49) 












change 
y many 


iS Con- 
> mind 
anging 
are re- 


your 
ou’re 
most 


d. In 
'-con- 
w he 
aman 
ture. 
3 are 


1 the 
resti- 
t the 
F so- 
will 


rfect 


the 
self- 
and 
say, 
ean 


our- 


ure 


ing 
nat: 
pri- 
ore. 


19) 

















Wear as bun or ane. 
non. snag Be roll 


page bo 
216: Game but -, = large. sco “ 















100: 


wavy — — 





425: DOUBLE CURL PAGE Boy 


Make into 1 thick roll 


572: FEATHER CURLS 


natural curls. 12’ 





360: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS 
PONY TAIL Versatile curls, extra heavy 
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660: BRAID CHIGNON 
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1 arms went desperately around his neck. “Marry me, darling,” I whis- 
= pered pleadingly. “Marry me now.” # 


June knew that nowadays all it takes to get out of marriage 
is a couple of hundred dollars and a good lawyer. But she 
found out that divorce can be a horrible trap. 


t bees JUNE afternoon when Janie came running home 

from school, sobbing hysterically, I was reminded of 
the old, oft-repeated warning that “the sins of the fathers 
shall be visited upon the children.” In this case, it was 
more my own wrongdoing than that of Janie’s father 
which had brought heartbreaking tragedy into the life of 
my beloved twelve-year-old daughter. 

After gently helping her off with her street clothes, I 
took the trembling child in my arms. 

“What now, darling? What happened this time?” 

But although my voice was calm and consoling, my 
heart was pounding with despair. For I knew the nature 
of Janie’s trouble. It wasn’t the first time she had come 
to me with her child hurt. It wasn’t the first time she had 
been the victim of the cruel barbs and insults with which 
only children know how to expertly taunt other children. 

“Sally Gibbons is having a p-p-party,” Janie heaved. 
“All the other kids are invited ’n I’m not.” Her words 
were coming in a desperate rush. “I don’t mind that, 
Mommy. I don’t care about her old party. But all the kids 
are laughing at me and calling me names and—and talk- 
ing about you. Saying bad, bad things about you.” 

Yes, it was the old story. Vicious-minded parents 
spreading vicious tales to be repeated by unintentionally 
vicious little tongue-waggers. 

The little tongue-waggers chanted at my daughter. 

“Janie’s ma ain’t got no husband. Janie’s ma ain’t got 
no husband.” 

Then they added: 

“Janie ain’t got no father. Janie ain’t got no father.” 

The trouble was that, as far as the law and the rules of 
society were concerned, the little tongue-waggers were ac- 
curate in their teasing, sing-song accusations. 

Partially, the explanation is a combination of circum- 
stances which couldn’t be helped. But I started my wheel 
of misfortune rolling by my own utter disregard for the 
true meaning of love and the sacred significance of mar- 
riage. I created the-situation which made Janie and me 
the targets of finger-pointing and scorn. 

I know you’ve heard of what they call war marriages. 
But I’m equally positive that you’ve never heard of any- 
thing so hysterical and impulsive as my marriage to Wes- 
ley. I’d just graduated from high school and was perfectly 
willing to go right on with my education just as Dad 
wanted. It was going to be Howard University for me and 
a career in home economics. That would be the fulfillment 
of the dream for which Dad had struggled through the 
years, trying to play his own (Continued-on Page 66) 
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If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 
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A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 


MRS. JACKSON: I have a 
very big problem for a high school 
girl of 16. My parents forbid me to 
date boys. They won’t even permit me 
to receive a telephone call from a male 
friend. My mother thinks boys will keep 
me away from my studies, but I don’t 
believe I could become that interested 
in them at my age. I would just like to 
have friends among boys as well as girls. 
Don’t you think if she would permit my 
company to come into my home it would 
be much wiser? My parents try to give 
me everything I want. Yet I am lonely 
and not the-least bit happy. I love my 
parents, but every time I sit down and 
try to talk to them, they refuse to listen. 
If I have been wrong for wanting the 
friendship of the opposite sex, I am will- 
ing to forget it. But please give me some 
advice soon. I trust you. 
Marjorie 
Dear Marjorie: Indeed I do believe 
it would be much wiser for your family 
to allow your friends, boys and girls, to 
visit you at home rather than forbid you 
to date boys altogether. If a girl is to 
really have a wholesome attitude to- 
ward boys, and later men, she ought to 
be able to become accustomed to their 
company while she is a teen-ager. It is 
essential that a girl your age meet and 
date nice young men, learn how to con- 
duct herself in their presence, perhaps 
begin to form some idea of the qualities 
she ought to look for, and beware of, 
when she is of marriageable age. If your 
parents will not listen to you, Marjorie, 
why not discuss the problem with some 
friend of theirs they trust 
greatly. Ask that person to place the is- 
sue of your dating before them, clearly 
and honestly. Your family is trying to 
protect you, perhaps. Actually they are 
limiting your development a great deal. 
Surprisingly enough, Marjorie, some 
school counselors have found that the 
girls who have the healthiest social lives 
also have the best grades in school. You 


whom 





can arrange your dating in such a way 


Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 





that it need not interfere at all with your 
education, if you are willing to try. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I have been in 
the Air Force for six months and really 
need help with this problem: I am in 
love with a girl in Ohio who no longer 
seems to be interested in me. She is 16 
and I am 17, but I don’t believe we are 
too young to be in love. The trouble is 
that although she once said she cared 
for me a great deal, she has only written 
me once since I left home. She is the 
only person for me. What do you sug- 
gest I do. How can I get her to write 
me? 

Chauncy 

Dear Chauncy: Perhaps at 16 and 
17—such tender ages— people may 
really fall in love. It seems to me 
that your girl friend is already having 
serious doubts about just how impor- 
tant this little affair of the heart is to 
her. Often, at 16, we seem to love— 
apparently, very deeply—without any 
effort at all; but the trouble is that we 
also fall out of love with equal ease. If 
she really cared, Chauncy, she would 
write. Why not stop thinking she is the 
only person for you. There are many 
other wonderful young people in 
world. Maybe, later, when you are hom 
again you will be able to renew her i 
terest in you, if you are still intereste 
at that time. 

















Dear Mrs. Jackson: I have been mat 
ried six months. The same day that 
got married, my husband left for Korea 
I have a baby now and I find that I 
don’t love my husband any more. I @ 
15 years old. I think I made a mis 
in marrying so young. I don’t think we 
could get along together after he comes 
home. Please tell me what I ought to do: 

AM. 

Dear A.M.: Let’s be frank about i 
Counting on my fingers isn’t one of m 
pastimes, but (Continued on Page 56) 
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His mother’s life had 





Y WHOLE life, it seemed, was one like other kids? Why couldn’t I have 

been made unhappy by endless round of bad breaks. I lived in a warm, cozy home rather than 
was jinxed. Happiness—just the plain, in a cold, ramshackle apartment build- 

‘man and Wallace de- everyday joy of living which I wanted ing in the dingiest section of Chicago’s 
so much—was always just an inch or so South Side? Why was it that my play- 
beyond my grasp. Many times, asI grew mates were as often rats and mice as 
up, I seemed to have found the key to they were little boys and girls? Why 
pleasant living; but, always, at the last was it there was no Santa Claus climb- 
moment, something happened. And, ing down our chimney to leave gay, jin- 
there I was, the same as ever, a play-_ gling toys for me? Why was it that I 
thing of Fate, a nobody, a nothing, one had to make my owr toys—out of sticks 
of life’s insignificant, countless millions. and cans and old tires? Why hadn’t 
one he really loved. Many times, like others before me, I there been the luxury of a good fried 
asked myself: “Why?” Why couldn’t chicken dinner in my childhood? Why, 


I have had two happily-married parents instead, was my main meal so often 







iled to get even. In the 
process he snagged his 


own heart and hurt some- 
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heese and crackers? Why was I 
hunned by the “respectable” folk who 
warned their kids not to get too close to 
that Wallace boy?” 

\lmost from my earliest awareness of 

| asked myself those questions. 
When | was just a runny-nosed kid play- 
1g on the slum sidewalks, a raggedy 
irchin in elementary school, even up un- 
| the time I quit high school to go to 
vork in the smelly stockyards. 

(nd, now, 20 and almost a man, | 
ept on asking myself most of those 
juestions—mainly because I was search- 
g for the elusive secret to happiness 
nd an escape from the sin of my par- 
nts: | wanted to get out from under 
he unfair burden of being labeled a 
hild of shame—a label comparable to 
oison” on a bottle of medicine. [| 
vanted happiness like a thirsty man 
ants water. like a lonely child wants the 
mbrace of its mother’s loving arms, like 
, drowning man wants a life-line. 

Just happiness. Freedom to laugh and 
ing, to love and be loved, to give and 
eceive equal parts of joy. I didn’t want 
» be rich. No caddies were necessary. 
Just that little ray of sunshine I could 
ount on like other people. If I could 
ret and take home a slice of blue skies, 

was perfectly willing to withstand the 

storms of life, to hurdle them in stride. 
But. wasn’t it, | asked myself, demand- 
ng too much of anybody to pay for 
omeone. else’s sins with perpetual 
nisery ? 

| say | almost found happiness many 
imes. And, I did. There were fleeting 
oments when I felt carefree—tike the 
ime I played hide-and-go-seek with the 

kids at school—but they always turned 
ut to be mirages, frauds. There was a 
time, too, when I thought I was in love 

id that the girl loved me. But, she 
sssed me aside after a date or two—and 
hat put me out with girls for two whole 

ars. 

Vly mother had had a pretty rough 
fe. Her mother died when she was only 
» years old and her father was as shift- 
ss as the wind. He didn’t care whether 

not his children had supper, as long 

he had his bottle. Things got so bad, 

mother, hungry and ill-clothed, got 

erself a job waiting table in a “greasy 
on” restaurant on 31st Street. 

\t last. she was able to get enough to 

forgetting the high seasoning and 
grade ingredients of the food. The 


main thing was that she was getting her 
stomach full for the first time since her 
mother died. Too, she was able to buy 
a few clothes. Judging from pictures I’ve 
seen, my mother must have been good 
looking in those days. 

Everything was going along as smooth- 
ly as one could expect when Martin Wal- 
lace entered her life. He first met her 
as a customer at the restaurant and took 
a “liking” to her at once. He was hand- 
some — light-complexioned, well-dressed 
and glib of tongue. All this, plus the 
fact that he owned a shiny, new car, was 
enough to turn my mother’s head. After 
all, she wasn’t used to such “class” and 
luxury. 

If she had known what kind of guy 
Martin was—if she had been careful— 
my life wouldn’t have been what it was. 
She told me so many times. 

Martin was one of those dudes who 
didn’t like to work. Work was for suck- 
ers, according to his philosophy. 

After meeting mother he hung around 
the restaurant every day, sometimes buy- 
ing a meal, but most of the time handing 
my mother a “line of jive”—the kind 
that only an innocent young girl would 
fall for. As time passed and his slick 
tongue expressed words of affection, my 
mother began to let down the guard; she 
thought she was in love. Soon, Martin 
was taking her home from work; then, 
later, he began taking her home “the 
long way.” Eventually, he started tak- 
ing her to his home. It all happened in 
easy stages. A box of candy, flowers, an 
occasional mention of marriage all 
played a part in getting mother to even- 
tually agree to his demands. 

When mother realized that she had 
gone too far, it was too late. She told 
Martin. He assured her that everything 
was going to be all right. Right there, 
she made her second big mistake: she 
believed what Martin said! She believed 
that they would get married; and, she 
believed they would live in style, for 
although she didn’t know where he 
worked, she knew he had a car and al- 
ways seemed flush with money. Here, 
she thought, was the answer to all prob- 
lems. Here was the end to a grimy way 
of life: no more slugging in a hot restau- 
rant just to fill her stomach with foul 
food. Nothing but blue skies from then 
on—that’s what she thought! 

As soon as I was born, Martin forgot 
all about mother. He left her without a 
dime in her pocket and unable to work. 


He left us in the gutter, to rot there or 
to rise from it and live again. Which. 
ever way the chips fell was okay with 
him. Just so he didn’t have any respon. 
sibility! 

During all my childhood, not once did 
I see my father nor, to my knowledge, 
did he see me. I learned that my mother 
finally got a little money out of him by 
threatening to have him arrested. That, 
plus the little she made as a part-time 


For years Wallace bore 
in his heart a burning 
craving for revenge 
against the man who had 
wronged his mother. He 
got revenge and it was 
sweet, but only for a 


short while. 





day worker kept up the rent on our 
shabby flat and kept food of a sort in 
my lean belly. About all I could say, 
to tell the truth, was that we had some 
thing to eat and somewhere to sleep. 
What and where were better never men- 
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tioned! I know what miss-meal colic is 
—I can tell you that much! 

Things improved a bit when World 
War II came along and jobs got plenti- 
ful. Mother went to work at a defense 

t and I went to school fairly regu- 
larly. I dressed better than I ever had 
before, but nothing special. My little 
improvement, however, did nothing for 
me socially. I was still the “Wallace 
boy” with all but the roughest of kids. 


T WAS DURING this time that moth- 

er fell in love again. The fellow was 
Jordan Trent, a soldier. Mother met 
him one night at the U.S.O., where she 
had gone in.search of a little, clean fun 
(and with the idea that she might do 
something to make someone else’s life 
a bit brighter). 

I liked Jordan. He was, first of all, a 
real, honest-to-goodness he-man. Not 
handsome, not slick-tongued, just the 


a 
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kind of guy a kid would like to have for 
a father. He came to our flat, but he 
never glanced disdainfully up at the 
cracked plaster. Once he brought along 
a battered, old football and we had fun 
tossing passes back and forth until 
mother called us to supper. That was 
one of the happy times. Mother had 


roses in her cheeks again and there was 


plenty of good food on the table. 
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Without } 
1 asked casyally, “How about marrying 
me, baby?” 


raising my eyes from the 











But, it didn’t last. Jordan proposed 
to mother and she accepted him. One 
night, as they were sitting in the booth of 
a club, just listening to the band, Martin 
walked in. He spied mother, who was 
looking real good, and decided to make 
like it was “old times.” Mother tried to 
shoo him off—begged him to leave her 
alone—but he was more than a little 
drunk. While Jordan sat there embar- 
rassed, wondering what it was all about, 
Martin rehashed the whole story about 
himself, mother, and me. It was quite a 
shock to Jordan, who had been led to 
believe that mother was married legiti- 
mately. After he heard the story, he po- 
litely told mother he thought maybe he 
had made a mistake. She tried to ex- 
plain why she hadn’t told him her secret 
but Jordan just didn’t have the same feel- 
ing anymore. He went overseas and 
mother never heard from him again. 

She came home crying that night. | 
was in bed, asleep, when she came in. 
| don’t rightly know what awakened me, 
but when I did regain my senses, I real- 
ized she was crying and went in to see 
what I could do. She told me that I 
wouldn’t be seeing Jordan any more. 
hat was almost enough to make me cry, 
too. 

| guess-that-was- : 
| became real buddies. I resolved that 
if | ever got the chance, I would get 
even with Martin for what he had done. 
| wasn’t well-experienced at passing out 
tenderness, but I comforted mother as 
best I could that night. I heard her re- 
tell the story of her life, in all its heart- 
break, heard her ask, over and over, 
“Why was I born?” I tried to tell her 
that things were bound to get better. 

She only cried more. What made it 
so bad, she said, was that Martin hung 
around after Jordan left, bragging about 
how he had married, was living in a fine 
place on South Parkway, and had a fine 
daughter, Audrey. She said he never 
once asked about me. That was all right 
by me because I was generating a fierce 
hate for him. 

After that, things didn’t go so well. 
Mother got sick and doctor’s bills ate up 
all the money she had saved. To help 
out, | quit school and got a job in the 
stockyards—helping to slaughter hogs. 
lt was a messy kind of job, but it was 
about all I could do, except janitoring, 
maybe. It paid well enough for a kid. 
\fter all, 1 was just a kid. The only 
20 








Evidently Wallace hadn't heard the old Biblical 
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way I| got by was by putting my age up. 
Maybe the atmosphere of the stock- 
yards helped make me so bitter. Anyway, 


"as time passed, I pledged, more vehe- 


mently than ever that I would seek and 
get revenge from Martin. It became a 
passion, a burning desire which grew as 
I grew and took rest only when I contem- 
plated schemes that would ruin him. | 
had ideas about catching him alone late 
at night and disfiguring him, wiring a 
bomb to the accelerator of his car—and 
many, many more, all diabolical ideas 
for revenge. 

Having an idea and putting it into ac- 
tion are two different things. Maybe I 
didn’t have the “courage.” Maybe I just 
wasn’t mean enough. Actually I never 
did anything to Martin. Fact is, I didn’t 
even go near his place-on South—Park- 
way. I just cooked up idea after idea, 
ranted myself into good “mads,” then, 
somehow, let revenge lie dormant until, 
as I told myself, the perfect time arrived. 

Oddly, I did pretty well on the job, 
got a promotion even—to a less sloppy 
job. That, of course, meant better pay. 
Mother had long since gotten well, but 
I told her to stay home, that I would 
take care of her, and I honestly did my 
best. Yet, she was never happy. She 
never smiled but walked through days 
and nights like one in a coma. She was 
heartbroken about Jordan. 

One other thing the job brought me, 
although I didn’t take much time to 
realize it, was respect. Nobody there 
knew about my past. Everybody treated 
me like a man. I didn’t form any close 
friendships because I was too much ab- 
sorbed in my thoughts, troubles, and 
hopes. About the closest I came to hav- 
ing a pal was when I met Jim McAllister, 
a big, raw-boned guy who liked to have 
fun. I guess he took a “shine” to me, 
although I don’t know why. Anyway, 
he always wanted me to go out with him 


and his girl. When I begged off, time 


after time because I couldn’t afford the 
expense, he jokingly rehashed the old 
proverb which says that “all work and 
no play makes Jack a dull boy.” 

“Jim,” I said, “I appreciate your ask. 
ing me. But, I just can’t afford to have 
fun. I’ve got to support my mother—” 

“Well,” he went on, “if that’s it, I’ve 
got the perfect set-up for you. My sister, 
Grace, is giving a little shindig at her 
place on Indiana Saturday night and 
you're invited. There'll be lots of good, 
clean fun. Food, drinks, girls, dancing 
to the record player—man, she’s got 
some real good records. No money to 
spend at all. How about it?” 

I told him I would show up at the 
party that Saturday night. 

Jim wasn’t there when I arrived, but 
he had_told_his_sister,.Grace,to be. on. 
the look-out for me. As soon as she 
opened the door of her cozily-furnished 
apartment, it was like she had known me 
all her life. 

“Hi, Steve!” she greeted me with a 
big, dimpled smile. She was an attrac- 
tive brown-skinned girl. “Glad you could 
make it.” She guided me into the room 
with a light touch on my sleeve, then 
said: “Let me have your hat—make 
yourself at home.” 

I had only looked around the room, 
observing about a dozen people, more 
girls, it seemed, than men, when she re- 
turned. “Let me introduce you to some 
of, the girls here,” she said. 

"I met the guests one by one. But, 
none of them excited me. I suppose it 
was because I didn’t excite them. They 
gave me the once-over, made a few at 
tempts at cordiality, and returned to 
whatever they were doing before | came 
up. Sensitive as I was, this irked me. | 
wondered if they knew about me. Was 
that why they were giving me the cold 
shoulder? 

The record machine was playing 4 
old Count Basie number. I walked over 
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sit aimlessly, took a look at the spin- 
g record, then slumped into a sofa. | 
ed I’d stay until Jim got there, just 


‘ip keep my word, then rig up an excuse 


leave as soon as possible. Parties, I 
was convinced early, weren’t going to 
solve anything for me. I was just a mis- 
fit. 

Someone came around with drinks on 
atray. I took one, sipped the stuff, and 
fdt my insides burning as it crawled 
downward. I wasn’t much of a drinking 
man. A bit later, Grace came over to me 
with a girl in tow and said: 

“Steve, I want you to meet a special 
friend of mine. This is Audrey. Audrey, 
meet Steve. Now, you two get ac- 
quainted.” She walked off, just as 
though something had been pre-ar- 
ranged. I learned later that Audrey had 
asked to meet me! 


_— AND I sat down together 
on the sofa. For a few moments, 
neither of us said a word. Then she 
broke the ice: 

“Well,” she said saucily, “don’t just 
sit there. Let’s get acquainted!” 

Her approach really knocked me for a 
loop, but I liked the straightforward way 
she put it. I discovered that Audrey was 
more than attractive. She was pretty— 
ahout tall enough to come up to my 
shoulders. She was medium-brown and 
her hair was soft, silky, and long. I felt 
a quickening of the pulse, a perking in- 
terest. 

“I’m Steve,” I said. 

“That’s what Grace said,” Audrey shot 
back, again putting me on the defensive. 
Then, as if to relent, she said: “Let’s 
dance, Steve.” 

I wasn’t much on dancing, so I sug- 
gested: “I’d rather sit a while and talk 
to you—” 

She gave me an inquisitive look. 
“Okay—that is, if you’re really going to 
talk. You don’t have to talk when you’re 
dancing —” 

“Tl talk,” I assured her hurriedly. 
But, what was I going to talk about? 
I'd never carried on a conversation with 
such a personable girl, nor one so quick 
on the draw. 

Somehow, we got started on a conver- 
sation, in spite of my shortcomings. It 
was just “Steve” and “Audrey.” Aided 
by a couple of drinks I warmed up and 


talk came more freely. Before long I de- 
cided I'd like to dance with Audrey. 

I know I was a pretty rough dancer, 
but Audrey never let on. She acted like 
it was great fun, leaning in close to me. 
I experienced another one of those rare 
moments of happiness. 

After the dance we ate sandwiches that 
Grace brought around, plied jokes with 
Jim and his girl, had some more drinks 
—and got on famously. As the party 
broke up, around 2:30 a.m., I asked: 
“May I take you home?” 

“Of course you can,” she said. “I was 
hoping you would ask me.” 

After cordial goodnights to Jim and 
Grace we left the apartment, and walked, 
hand-in-hand, toward South Parkway. 
Since Audrey appeared in no great hurry 
to get home, I suggested that we stop 
at a restaurant and get some barbecue. 
She- seemed delighted at the idea. 

It was somewhere during bites that I 
realized we didn’t even know each oth- 
er’s last names. Laughingly I told her 
my thought. 

“I’m Audrey Wallace,” she said. 

“What?” 

The question broke past my lips be- 
fore I knew what was happening. 

She repeated in a curious tone, “Au- 
drey Wallace. Is something wrong?” 

I shook my head hastily and tried to 
return to my meal. But I couldn’t eat. 
Was this just a coincidence? Or, was 
Audrey Martin Wallace’s daughter, my 
half-sister? All I could do at the time 
was sit there and stare. Sure, mother 
had told me: Audrey Wallace was the 
name of my father’s daughter. Funny | 
hadn’t connected something before. Still, 
I reminded myself, many girls were 
named Audrey. 

“What’s wrong, Steve?” she asked. 
“You're not eating.” When I made no 
reply, she became concerned. “Is some- 
thing the matter? Did the food make 
you sick? Tell me, Steve!” 

I said nothing. I just sat there star- 
ing, but I wasn’t really looking at her. 
My mind was racing back over the years 
of our poverty, the years when mother 
clung to the hope that things would turn 
out all right, to that night when Martin 
Wallace had spoiled things for her, for 
good. The desire for revenge—the re- 
venge I had long thought of and planned 
—trushed back into my brain, once more, 
burning like vicious desire. It must have 





been the very devil. Yes, here was the 
answer. If Audrey was Martin’s daugh- 
ter, then she would be my instrument of 
revenge. But, how? I had to figure it 
out. Two things I had to do, though. 
First, I had to keep my connection a se- 
cret, give Audrey a phony last name; 
and, second, act like everything was all 
right until my time came. 

I assured Audrey that nothing serious 
was wrong. She was relieved. “It’s just 
this barbecue,” I said. “I don’t think it 
agrees with me. But, don’t let me spoil 
it for you.” 

I realized I had to get a grip on myself 
if I was to play the game right. Already, 
it appeared that Audrey was a bit fright- 
ened by my strange acting. 

She swallowed the lame excuse. All I 
wanted, right then, was to get her home 
and to get away from her so I could 
think. I hailed a jitney and rode with 
her down South Parkway until she said 
softly, “Next block.” I found some 
change, paid the driver, then we got out. 
She lived in a nice neighborhood, close 
by Washington Park. It was definite. 
She was Martin’s daughter. This was 
his address. 

When we reached the steps to her 
building, I grabbed her to kiss her good- 
night, because I knew it was expected of 
me. She returned the kiss, making me 
forget for just a fleeting second my half- 
formed plan for revenge. 

As she turned to go in to the house, 
Audrey asked poutingly, “Don’t you 
want my "phone number?” 

Gosh, yes, I needed that. I fished in 
my pockets, found an old envelope, 
handed it to her. 

“Yes, baby, of course,” I said. “Write 
it down for me, please.” 

Before she had finished, I was back in 
my world of violent, vicious ideas. 

“Here,” she said, handing the pencil 
and envelope back to me. “Now, when 
are you going to call?” 

Didn’t she ever let up?—I wondered 
annoyedly. 

“Uh,” I stumbled, “tomorrow .. . 
yes . . . tomorrow evening. Okay?” 

“Tll be waiting by the ’phone,” she 
cooed sweetly. 

“Goodnight, Audrey,” I said and 
bolted for the street. 

After I had rushed a few steps, I 
glanced back and saw that she was still 
in the doorway, (Continued Page 73) 
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{OR MY CAREER 


ivacious musical comedy star discovered, at age of fourteen, that the yearnings of her 
and her burning ambition to see her name in bright lights were two things that 
touldn’t mix successfully. So she gave up love for her career, but she’s still hoping. 


WHEN I WAS fourteen, I was des- 
perately in love with a little boy 
tho didn’t love me back. 
I was appearing on the bill at the New 
otk Apollo Theatre. My big number 
las “Stormy Weather.” Each time I did 
I thought about my cruel, teen-age 
eetheart in Brooklyn and great big 
s squeezed out of my eyes, rolled 
my cheeks. The audience loved it. 
y thought I was a really convincing 
ormer, able to turn the emotions on 
d off just like you operate a water fau- 
They didn’t know I was as unhappy 


fle Along” Producer Gaumont confers with Miss Carpenter 
show score. Star first made big time after John Hammond dis- 
Svered her, persuaded Teddy Wilson orchestra to showcase her 


talent. 


BY THELMA CARPENTER 


as a jitterbug at the Met; that I meant 
every tear. Before I had finished my 
one-week engagement, I had learned a 
lesson which, up to now, I haven’t been 
able to forget; that, for me, love and 
show business don’t mix. 

Before I learned that lesson, however, 
I had a sort of sneaking hope that the 
opposite would be true: that my glamour 
as a child entertainer would so dazzle 
the disinterested object of my affections 
that he would take a second look at me. 
But it didn’t work. He was fifteen, so- 
phisticated and blase. He found himself 


a prettier girl who had never even been 
on a kiddie show. 

I was heartbroken when I realized that 
I had lost him. It was a crushing blow. 
Maybe you think that’s a big joke since 
I was just barely in my teens. Don’t kid 
yourself. Love affairs at that age can be 
just as deep and sincere as at any other 
age. One of the mistakes made by adults 
nowadays is their failure to pay enough 
attention to the crushes and romances 
which affect teen-agers. In many cases, 
these upsets of the heart are far more 
turbulent and serious than the emotional 
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Chatting with Eubie Blake and Noble Sissle, Miss Carpenter 
takes rehearsal break. Star’s dress for rehearsals varies. One 
day she shows up in dungarees, the next togged in height of 


glamor. 23 








upheavals which grown-ups experience, 

Willie Bryant, that wonderful trouper 

: . who is now the popular “Mayor” of Har. 

Songbird Thelma Carpenter believes with Lew Leslie that jm, was one grown-up who had sympa. 
an artist is married to her career and that affairs of the heart _ thy for me during my time of heartbreak, 


and a successful career conflict. Willie couldn’t understand why I was so 
grief-stricken. As far as he could see, | 


ought to be awfully happy because my 
week at the Apollo had come about as 
the result of a long, hard campaign | had 
waged on my own. When I first went to 
the theatre to audition for the famous 
Wednesday night amateur shows | was 
told that I had plenty of talent, but not 
quite enough age. 

“You have to be sixteen years old,” 
they told me. 

But I decided I couldn’t wait until | 
was sixteen. 

So every Wednesday night I went over 
to the Apollo religiously for weeks. They 
were awfully nice to me. They didn’t 
want to discourage me. But because of 
my age, they didn’t want me on the show 
either. So they tried little tricks like 
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putting my name down thirtieth on the 
list. Finally, I got mad. I told Willie: 

“Mr. Bryant, I’m going to go back to 
Brooklyn and tell all the kids over there 
that you Harlem folks are discriminating 
against me.” 

He laughed and patted me on the 
head. 

But the management of the Apollo 
didn’t think it was so funny when I got 
my friends and classmates to start an an- 
gry correspondence campaign. The the- 
atre got five hundred letters. They de- 
cided that anyone with that many friends 
deserved a little special consideration, 
fourteen years old or not. So I got on 
the amateur show. I sang “Stormy 
Weather” and I cried. The audience 
shouted: “Give her a week.” I got my 
week. But I still wasn’t happy since | 
was in love and it wasn’t working out. 
Willie Bryant couldn’t understand that. 

“Forget it, honey,” he told me. “There 
must be plenty of other boys on your 
block who are as good as he is.” 

“No there aren’t,” I sobbed. “He’s 
got two bicycles and he used to ride me 
on one of them.” 

Maybe I would have been able to 
change that boy’s mind if I had concen- 
trated on that and that alone. But | 
wanted to concentrate on becoming a 
star. That was the first time I had to 
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Reading fan mail over breakfast cof- 

fee, Miss Carpenter glances up at 

pet pup. She gets average 300 let- 
ters weekly. 


choose between love and my career. It 
wasn’t the last. 

When I was eighteen years old, I had 
another serious romantic heart attack. 
This was it, I told myself. I was nurtur- 
ing a love which would last for the rest 
of my life. The man I fell in love with 
is very well known throughout the coun- 
try. He was terribly rich, extremely 
well-educated. His friendship was sen- 
sational. He showered me with gifts. I 
was very much impressed that he should 
want to spend his time with a nobody 
like me. At first he seemed to be quite 
interested in my career and proud of 
what I was doing and trying to do. But, 
as our romance progressed and we be- 
gan to talk about marriage, a very dis- 
tinct change set in. 

He began to criticise my characteris- 
tics, to tell me I was laughing too loudly 
or that the friends with whom I asso- 
ciated were not ideal friends for me. He 
was studiedly impolite to my associates. 
When he was around, I was almost afraid 
to speak to my friends. Because he had 
sufficient means to support me and give 
me the very best for the rest of my life, 
he began to wave off my ambitions in 
show business as unimportant. 

“You don’t really have to go to work 
tomorrow,” he’d tell me on nights when 
we had been out on a date. 


Showering before leaving for party 
given by member of cast, Miss Car- 
penter faces problem of what to 
wear. She has fabulous wardrobe. 





Or, when I had done a song on the 
radio, he’d comment: “I noticed you 
couldn’t sing that song the way you like 
to sing it. You’re really a slave to your 
job, aren’t you?” 

At first, I tried to believe the man I 
loved was sincerely trying to help me get 
ahead; that his criticisms were intended 
to keep me on my toes. But, after a 
while, his constant nagging, carping 
comment got me down. I noticed that 
he was presenting me with gifts in much 
the same manner as parents reward chil- 
dren when they have been good. Per- 
haps it was a diamond ring, my pay for 
not having laughed too loudly that week 
—or a gorgeous stole because I hadn’t 
been seen with certain of my theatre 
friends in the past fortnight. 


INALLY, I had to face the facts; to 

analyze the man who had captured my 
heart and possibly, my future. I realized 
that it was nice to be dominated, but not 
to be treated like a child. My man was 
the type of man who would never hit a 
woman. But he was mentally equipped 
to lash out at you brutally. I don’t ap- 
prove of grown people being beaten. But 
often, during our association, I found 
myself wishing he would slap me down, 


rather than sub- (Continued on Page 80) 
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Rob blew into Marilyn’s monotonous, stifling farm life like a breath of fresh air. 


But Rob, like the wind, was wild and restless—and who can live with a tornado? 


peorts GET married for any num- 


ber of reasons. Sometimes—less of- 
ten than you think—they get married 
because they are in love. 

There was a time in my life when I 
tried to force myself to believe that love 
wasn’t the main thing that counted. But 
I was only trying to fool myself because 
my life had become both wonderful and 
horrible all because of the one man I 
really loved. He loved me too, only he 
was one of those rare human beings who 
seemed to be completely possessed by 
the devil of restlessness and wanderlust; 
a roving, roaming itinerant who bore 
every mark of being too wild for love. 

Where I grew up, being wild or rest- 
less was worse than breaking all Ten 
Commandments. Especially in my fam- 
ily—the Pearson family. 
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Sometimes, when I looked in the mir- 
ror, I could hardly believe I was a Pear- 
son. Not that my crisp brown hair and 
sturdy brown hands weren’t theirs to a 
tee. But that restless nature which made 
me hate fences and four walls was noth- 
ing I'd inherited from them. 

For the Pearsons stayed put. My 
father tilled the same farm the family 
had owned since Emancipation. He'd 
never set foot outside of Texas and saw 
no reason for wasting good money gip- 
sying. He loved the trim, well-kept 
farmhouse he’d built with his own sav- 
ings and his own labor and the thor- 
oughbred dairy cattle that yielded us a 
good living. 

It was downright queer that a girl 
with my passion for wanderlust should 
have been born into such a stay-at-home 


tribe. Just as queer was Rob Fowler's _ 
picking our place to visit. For Rob was 
just a sojourner like any robin flying 
down from the north to sit out the win- 
ter in warm country. Yet, out of all 
the farms in Trinity Bottoms, he picked | 
ours to visit and inquire whether we 
wanted a helper. 

It was spring when Rob’s rambling 
feet brought him to the Bottoms. 
April was planting time by my father's 
reckoning. I remember Dad’s concern ” 
for the fields overshadowing his worry 
about my refusal to set an altar date 
with Gene Hartwell my long-time sweet 
heart. There’s always been Gene teat’ 
ing around in that hideous big car we 
called “The Monster,” but never getting” 
any further (Continued on Page 50) 





“We mustn’t let ourselves go like this,” he 
said huskily. “There’s nothing that could 
last between us. Nothing.” 























Julia’s beauty helped her to get any man she wanted. But it 
couldn’t help her to hold the man she loved with all her heart. 


S LONG AS I can remember I’ve 
been beautiful. 

And, as long as I’ve been beautiful, 
I’ve been living under a kind of curse, it 
seems. 

My beauty gave me an advantage. 
With it, I made slaves of men. With it, 
I wrecked a love affair and took the man 
I wanted. 

But my beauty had its disadvantages 
also. Because it brought me disillusion 
to discover that my olive complexion, 
long black “blow” hair and a figure as 
natty as a coke bottle, wasn’t enough to 
hold the sweetheart I stole. 

I guess I thought it was smart to bring 
heartbreak into the lives of the two other 
people in the triangle I created, but be- 
fore it was all over, I had to pay a tre- 
mendous price in tears and tragedy. In 
fact, | began to hate the very attractive- 
ness which I had considered my most 
important asset. 

When I was old enough to understand 
the words and facial expressions of rela- 
tives and friends of the family, I be- 
came very conscious of their constant 
admiring looks and their observations: 
“Isn’t she a little doll?” “She’s a real 
beauty.” Or “Someday, she'll break a 
lot of hearts.” 

Even children are vain and all these 
compliments should have made me feel 
very happy. Instead, they made me 
miserable. 

I was miserable because the second 
after admiring people talked about my 
looks, they immediately turned to my 
sister Marian and raved: 

“But this child is the brains of the 
family. See how smart she is. She’s go- 
ing to be a little genius.” 

Then, as if ashamed that they had 
raved so over my physical appearance, 
they would go on to make a big fuss over 


her. 
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Small as I was, I began to hate my 
attractiveness and to envy Marian. 

We were sisters only by courtesy. For 
Marian was genuinely a Bennett. While 
I, Julia, never knew what my rightful 
surname was. 

It was the sort of relationship that in- 
vites trouble. But don’t get the idea that 
we were born rivals. Actually, we got 
along famously. The one sore spot in 
our family set-up was the attitude of Pop. 
And believe me, he had good reasons for 
being sore. 

For ten years after their marriage, 
Pop and Mom had talked to doctors and 
God about their childlessness. Finally, 
they had adopted me from a foundlings’ 
home run by a church. Then just two 
months afterward, Mom had become 
pregnant. 

Fate couldn’t have played a more cruel 
joke on a man. Mom’s heart was so big 
that she could have taken in a dozen 
more orphans without considering them 
any different from her.blood child. But 
for Pop, there was just one tot in the 
whole, wide world: And that was 
Marian, who came by his name honestly. 

Not a day passed without his remind- 
ing me, in some way, that I was a waif 
dumped on him by law and the mislead- 
ing advice of doctors. 

When I got into mischief, which was 
pretty often, it was always because of 
“my bad blood.” Whenever Marian did 
something that pleased him, it was be- 
cause of her “good” Bennett blood. 

My having it all over Marian in looks 
didn’t make Pop like me any better. 
When we reached high school age, it was 
Marian who won essay contests but I 
won the beauty contests. Marian knew 
the history dates, but I drew the party 
dates. 

Yet no two sisters could have been 
closer. If it was I who did Marian’s hair 
for a class prom, it was she who helped 


My Beam 


me bone up for final examination. We 
finished high school together, and both 
of us were looking forward to attending 
one of the city’s two Negro colleges in 
the fall. 

We were sitting in our pleasant room, 
on a lazy June day after our graduation. 
Marian’s diploma was already framed 
and hung neatly on the wall. Mine had 
been carelessly tossed into a bureau 
drawer. We were speculating about 
which college to enter, and I was hold- 
ing out for the one whose football cap- 
tain I’d dated. 

Suddenly our door swung open. Pop 
stepped in. The frown on his face boded 
no good for me. 

“I’ve been deciding about you girls,” 
he announced brusquely. “Julia, you've 
got the looks in the family. That’s all 
you need to get yourself a man. More 
book-learning would be wasting good 
money.” 

He turned to Marian. “But you’ve got 
the brains, child, and that’s what counts. 
I’m sending you to the best school in the 
country.” 
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He mentioned the name of a famous 
_ college, hundreds of miles away. 

Marian tried to put in a word for me, 
but he stalked out and that was that. 
You might as well have tried to whittle 
down a mountain as attempted to make 
one dent in Pop’s stubborn will. 

Naturally, I felt miffed. But thinking 
it over, I saw that his decision made 
sense. Marian wanted to be a school 
teacher and do big things in life. My 
goal was much more modest. 

I just wanted a man. And there were 
plenty of them in Texas to pick from. 

So I settled down to clerking behind 
the counter of our little grocery store. 
At the same time I began dating Frankie 
Belton, who’d been divorced, but who 
cut a neat step on a dance floor, and 
played an expert hand of bridge. 


Fall came, and Marian went off to 
college. She wrote me long, affectionate 
letters full of accounts of her triumphs 
at school. 

She won the freshman declamation 
contest, was chosen literary editor of the 


campus paper—but there was little men- 
tion of boys or dates. Then, one morn- 
ing, our postman handed me an enve- 
lope addressed in a twisted, excited 
scrawl that looked like anything but 
Marian’s neat, copy book penmanship. 

Puzzled, I opened the envelope. A 


snapshot dropped to the floor. I bent 
down to pick up the picture. A moment 
later, I found myself staring into the 
face of a man whose eyes surveyed me 
squarely and evenly from the print. 
Something about that face held me 
transfixed. Handsome wasn’t the word 


for it because I could have matched it 
for looks with a dozen men in my neigh- 
borhood. But the eyes had a deep, glow- 
ing kindness that the camera had brought 
out to perfection, while the set of lips 
communicated a strength that empha- 
sized their tenderness. 

Five minutes passed before I laid down 
the picture, and shame-facedly remem- 
bered to read Marian’s letter. “Dear 
Sis,” I made out from the jumbled, eager 
lines that curled and criss-crossed over 
the page. “The unromantic one of the 
family has finally tumbled—tumbled 
head over heels for the finest man any 
girl could dream up. He’s Gilbert Ful- 
ton, the brother of my roommate, Alice. 
Gil’s a senior in the education depart- 
ment here, which means he'll be a full- 
fledged teacher (Continued on Page 75) 
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HOTEL 


cheap, tawdry women who defiled the idea of love. 


Deanne ARE hotels—and hotels. The 
average person who takes a room or 
suite at a reputable hotel in Harlem, 
Chicago’s Southside, or in any other 
city for that matter, can get prompt, ef- 
ficient service according to his ability 
to pay. But on the dimly-lit side streets, 
with their clientele from the twilight 
world outside the law, are the second 
ind third-rate hotels where anything 
an happen—and usually does. 
The Sudanese was one of the latter. 
It was no better and no worse than 
scores of other New York hotels that 
made most of their profit on the quick 
urnover in transient rooms and where 
a guest needs no baggage at the time he 
egisters. 
While it was not the best job in the 
world, being night desk clerk at the 
udanese had its advantages. I was go- 
ng to school days and my salary helped 
pay for books and tuition. I managed 
» get in a little studying during the long 
night hours behind the desk. 
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As a hotel desk clerk, Steve met 


When he discovered a clean, re~ 


freshing girl, he couldn’t appreciate her. 


My attitude was that even though | 
worked in the place, I really didn’t have 
to have anything to do with the patrons. 
I looked at the cheap women, the flashy 
men, the furtive couples, and felt noth- 
ing but contempt. I’d hang around just 
long enough to complete my education, 
I told myself, then I'd wash my hands 
of this life and everything it stood for. 
It would become part of a soon-forgot- 
ten, unlamented past. 

It was rough at first, but after the 
first few weeks things didn’t bother me 
so much. My shift was from midnight 
to seven. At most hotels that’s when 
things are the quietest, but not at the 
Sudanese. 
street, after taking a deep lungful of 
fresh air, then plunge into the smoke- 
filled lobby that reeked of stale beer, 
bad cigars and cheap perfume. At one 
end of the lobby, a door led into the ad- 
joining bar, whose juke box was never 
silent. 

One night my first week there, Johnny 


I would come in from the 


Bricker took one look at me and burst 
into laughter. He was the day clerk | 
relieved on the desk. “Hey, Steve,” he 
remarked as I flung my books on a table — 
in a corner, “you look as if you're try- 
ing not to breathe.” 

“Man, that’s right!” I answered. 
“That’s exactly what I’m trying not to 
do. The perfume those women wear! I 
wonder how many gallons of it you can 
get for a dollar?” 

Johnny winked and nudged me as 4 
girl strolled into the hotel. All her curves 
were in the right places. Her dress made 
sure you noticed that. “You get to like 
the perfume,” Johnny murmured, eye 
ing the girl as she walked past us, “es- 
pecially if it’s on a chick like that!” 

He stopped as he saw the look of dis- 
gust on my face, and’ laughed again. | 
“You're young yet, Steve. But you'll 
learn, chum, you'll learn!” 

I didn’t answer, but I had already 
made up my mind that I would never 


“learn.” If (Continued on Page 56) 











know, Steve,” she told me, “once 

lid something to me that broke my 

Maybe some time, real soon, T’ll 

ro get even. Maybe I'll have to break 
yours.” = 




















| aoe SINCE I was old enough to 

think of marriage, I had my mind 
made up that if and when I changed my 
name, it wouldn’t be for love. 

The hearts and flowers routine may 
be soul-satisfying enough for the aver. 
age girl, but for me it was just a good 
way to waste time and get your heart 
hurt in a thousand different ways. 

Not that there haven’t been a number 
of times when I almost broke my vow. 
I’ve met some pretty interesting and at- 
tractive fellows in my day and I’ve cer. 
tainly had my share of proposals to share 
that little rose-covered cottage. The only 
trouble was that the fellows who have 
come my way have offered all romance 
and no finance and I’ve always felt en- 
titled to some kind of mansion rather 
than a cottage. I don’t think it was so 
much the financial end of things in 
which I was interested. I wanted social 
prestige and enviable position more than 
anything else in the world. 

Knowing all this about me, you can 
understand. how excited I became when 
I got the opportunity to snare for my- 
self a real, live prince. 

If any modern girl dreams about hav- 
ing a real, live prince fall in love with 
her, she loses the notion about the same 
time she loses her interest in dolls and 
fairy tales. Being royalty is no longer 
as glamorous and exciting as it used 
be, not to mention the fact that cro 
heads are not only uneasy these days, but 
downright unsafe. And in our country, 
a prince may rate more newspaper space 
than the boy next door, but little else. 

It was through the newspapers that 
learned that Ras Tamud, the son of 
wealthy Ethiopian prince, had enro 
at Stoney College where I was in my jut 
ior year. In fact, the whole school had 
read about it and was buzzing with er 
citement. The girls’ dormitory, espe 
cially, was bubbling over. Cretora Sims, 
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my roommate, dashed into our room 
just as I was settling down for a cram 
session with a couple of English litera- 
ture texts. 

“Donna!” she demanded breathlessly, 
“Have you heard the latest?” 

Of course I knew what she was refer- 
ring to, but I pretended otherwise. 
“Don’t tell me, let me guess,” I said, 
looking up from my books. “Dean Han- 
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“Youre mean, you’re an imposter!” I 
screamed. “You sneak. You phony. | hate 
” 

you. 
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Just when 


ley has just discovered it’s Leap Year 
and finally proposed to the math prof!” 

“No, silly!” Donna protested, flinging 
herself on a chair. Then, seeing I wasn’t 
serious, she made a face. “Quit kidding, 
Donna. This is the most exciting news 
to hit this campus in years!” 

“An African prince has honored us 
poor commoners with his royal pres- 
ence,” I countered. 
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Cree’s face fell. “Oh. Then you al- 
ready know?” she asked in a disap- 
pointed voice. 

“How could I help knowing? Even 
the fellows are talking of nothing else.” 

“You don’t seem very impressed,” she 
accused. “Just-think of it! A real, hon- 
est-to-goodness prince right here at 
Stoney.” 

I turned back to my lesson, thumbing 


had play' d 








| 
| 




















through the book and trying to sound 
casual. “I’ve got news for you, honey. 
The only prince I’m interested in is 
Hamlet—right here in this volume of 
Shakespeare.” Actually, | was more than 
a little curious about the newcomer to 
Stoney, but I wondered just how much 





Cree actually knew about him. For all 
she knew, this might be some kind of 
gag, a publicity stunt to attract new stu- 
dents to the school. 

“Oh, no,” she insisted. “He’s here all 
right.” 

“Have you seen him?” ee 

“Well—no,” she admitted. “But the 
Betas are already talking about throw- 
ing a hop in his honor.” 

“Correction! Make that some Betas,” 
[ told her. “I refuse to go along with 
any such juvenile ideas dreamed up by 
my sorors.” 

Cree went to the door and peeked out. 
Seeing that the coast was clear and that 
one of Dean Hanley’s snooping guards 
was nowhere in sight, she came back 
and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. “It’s 
safe,” she said, offering me a smoke. 

“Thanks. [ll need a whole handful of 
these before I finish this report,” I 
laughed grimly. But my mind was no 
longer on my work. Suppose all the ru- 
mors were true and there were a real 
prince registered at the school? My 
heart gave a sudden leap. That would 
be the answer to everything! All my 
problems would be quickly and neatly 
solved. 
I nibbled thoughtfully on the end of 
my pencil. Of course, the competition 
would be keen. There were dozens of 
other girls, all of them as pretty or pret- 
tier than I, who’d have the same idea. I 
glanced across the room at Cree. The 
dreamy look on her face told me that 
she, too, would be in there trying. Think- 
ing the situation over coldly, I mentally 
crossed off any competition the other 
girls at State could give me. They didn’t 
stand a chance. I’d win out in the end, 
because I had to! 
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There was a difference between me 
and my classmates—and I resented it. 
The great majority of them were the sons 
and daughters of wealthy or well-to-do 
parents, who sent them to Stoney College 
for prestige purposes. They had nothing 
more to worry about than how to whee- 
dle bigger allowance checks from home 
and maintain a “c” average so they 
wouldn’t be kicked out. Most of the fel- 
lows would graduate and either enter the 
businesses their fathers owned, or go on 
for higher degrees in the profession of 
their choice. 

The girls had only to learn the finer 
points of charm and etiquette—Dean 
Hanley was a bug on this—and con- 
centrate on eventually making the 
“good” marriages their socialite mothers 
dreamed of for them. They had cars, 
clothes and cash—things I was forced to 
do without. 

I had spent my first two years at City 
College because the tuition was low 
enough for Dad to pay. His job as a red- 
cap didn’t allow for college educations 
for two boys and a girl. So the bulk of 
the money he and Mom had painstaking- 
ly saved through the years went for my 
brother Tom’s degree in accounting. 
Then, after my parents helped my 
younger brother Syl through law school, 
there was nothing left for me. I really 
didn’t mind too much because | didn’t 
have a specific goal in mind, as the boys 
did. I was proud of the way they stu- 
diously worked for success in their 
chosen fields. 

It was from my brothers’ friends and 
associates that I learned the most impor- 
tant lesson of my life—that as a rule, 
successful professional and businessmen 
pick their wives from among college 
women, mainly those from their alma 
maters. That’s why I was at Stoney, a 
school that had turned out lots of men 
who went on to make names for them- 
selves. 


UT FIRST had come those two, back- 

breaking years at City College. 
Four years of college away from home 
was out of the question for me, so I had 
to be content for the time being. I had 
made up my mind to “marry well,” as 
the phrase goes. Money was not what | 
was looking for—although I had no 
aversion to it. What I set out to look 
for was someone with a name, a man 
who was outstanding the way I knew 
my brothers would be some day. For 


two long years I worked and studied, go. 
ing to school during the day and work. 
ing at night. For the first few months | 
worked as a waitress in a local night 
club. 

The owner, “Doc” Fenton, used the 
Club Sahara as a front for other more 
profitable, if illegitimate, businesses. He 
was a forceful, rugged-looking man in 
his late forties, with the reputation of be. 
ing a ladies’ man. But I noticed that he 
was strictly business with any girl who 
worked for him. A short time after | 
started at the Club Sahara, “Doc” called 
me into his office. “I hear you’re work. 
ing your way through school,” he said 
abruptly. 

I caught my breath, fearing that he 
objected and was about to fire me. | 
nodded hesitantly, then added hastily: 
“But I do my work all right, Mr. Fenton. 
Ask any of the girls. Honestly, I—” 

“Take it easy!” he laughed, waving a 
manicured hand so the big diamond ring 
he wore flashed through the air. “I’m 
not squawking, Donna,” he said. “Sit 
down.” 

I sat down in one of the big leather 
chairs, wondering what was going on be- 
hind those cold, shrewd eyes of his: I re- 
fused the drink he offered me and waited 
until he came around to the front of his 
desk, a scotch and soda in his big fist. 
“Doc” was an impressive looking man, 
resembling a prosperous business execu- 
tive more than a racketeer. Only a faint 
scar along the side of his jaw hinted at 
his true background. 

“You know, I’m -a hard man to 
please,” he began, quite unexpectedly. 
“But I know class when I see it, and I’m 
a sucker for it every time!” He swirled 
the ice cube around in his highball. | 
want you to quit work,” he said sud- 
denly. “And school, too.” 

“But, Mr. Fenton—!” I gasped. 

“Well, you can stay in school until 
this term is over,” he conceded. “Per- 
sonally, I don’t see the point. You won't 
have a thing to worry about.” 

The words gradually penetrated my 
brain, and when I got their full mean- 
ing, I jumped to my feet. “I just work 
for you, Mr. Fenton,” I declared angri- 
ly, “I suggest you look for a playmate 
somewhere else!” 

A surprised expression crossed his 
face. He stood staring at me for a mo- 
ment. “You're the jumpiest woman I’ve 
ever seen,” he said at last. “Always 


‘ jumping to conclusions.” 
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He set his drink down and came over 
to me. “If I’m lousing this up, it’s be- 
cause I’ve never done it before,” he ex- 
plained. His voice was surprisingly soft. 
“[’m not trying to proposition you. I’m 
on the level, Donna.” 

It was my turn to show amazement. | 
sank into my chair, speechless. “Doc” 
told me how he had promised himself 
never to become interested in any 
woman who worked for him, but had 
changed his mind after watching me for 
a few weeks. “I like the way you carry 
yourself,” he said, taking my hand. 
“Marry me, and you'll never regret it. 
Another thing—call me ‘Doc’, like every- 
body else does.” 

“T’'ll call you ‘Doc’, but—” If only 
“Doc” were his title and not just a nick- 
name! I thought. I would have jumped 
at the chance to marry Dr. Fenton, but 
“Doc” Fenton, with all his money, lacked 
the only thing I was looking for in a 
husband. Of course, he was no criminal, 
but neither did he have that stamp of ap- 
proval that society reserves for men who 
are making worthwhile contributions to 
the community. 

Even after I gave “Doc” my answer 
and explained why I had to turn him 
down, I don’t think he really understood 
what I was trying to tell him. All he 
knew was that I was rejecting an offer 
that any single girl—and a few of the 
married ones— who worked at Club 


Sahara, would have grabbed in a second. 


I was about to leave, when a sudden 
thought struck me. I turned back to him, 
a sympathetic smile on my lips. “I’m 
sorry, ‘Doc’.. Honestly. But if you meant 
what you said about helping me, there is 
something —” 

He was studying me with a puzzled 
frown that was almost comical. “Just: 
name it,” he said dully. 

Then I told him the idea I’d been toy- 
ing with for some time. I had noticed 
how haphazardly the check room was 
tun. The same girl who checked hats 
also was required to sell cigars and ciga- 
tettes between shows. Since she had to 
split her tips with Charley, the head 
waiter, she didn’t bother to do either of 
the jobs halfway right. My idea was to 
take over the checking concession and 
turn it into a paying venture. 

I could see that “Doc” thought my 
plan had merit, but he questioned me 
closely on every detail. Finally, he 
agreed to let me try. My brief career as 
4 waitress was over. I hired two beauti- 


ful girls and dressed them in short cos- 
tumes that revealed their long legs. One 
was on duty at the check room at all 
times, while the other paraded around 
the club with a trayful of flowers, souve- 
nirs and favors, cigars and cigarettes. 
There was a profit the first week, and 
it continued. Charley resented the new 
setup and tried a couple of tricks to stop 
it, but I was too happy and too busy to 
take him seriously. I insisted on paying 
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they first took him to the hospital, 
and shortly afterward, when they buried 
him. With Dad gone, all my burning 
ambition seemed to drain from me. I 
told Mom I’d go back to Club Sahara. 
I felt sure “Doc” would welcome me with 
open arms. But Mom wouldn’t hear of 
it, so, with one more year to go, I re- 
turned to school. Only now, I faced the 
prospect of being forced to take some 
menial job on campus or in town to 
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Every girl. when a toddling tot. dreams of meeting 


and being romanced by a real. honest-to-goodness 


prince, W hen Donna thought she had found a royal 


sweetheart. she went overboard — and learned a 


bitter lesson, 


“Doc” regular rental, but even so I was 
able to bank a sizeable sum every week. 
I worked hard, but my growing bank ac- 
count kept me going full speed. 

By the end of my second year at City 
College, I'd saved enough to see me 
through two years at Stoney, where I had 
decided to enroll. By spending carefully, 
my money would take care of tuition, 
books, and a minimum wardrobe, with 
some left over for an occasional trip 
home. Of course, “Doc” swore I was 
crazy for giving up my lucrative conces- 
sion and tried to get me to change 
my mind. But he could have saved his 
breath. 


TONEY COLLEGE was a wonderful 
place—a beautiful, tree-lined cam- 
pus, both new buildings, sparkling in the 
sun. Most important of all, the student 
body was composed of young men and 
women from the best families of the 
north, south, east and west. As far as 
class work was concerned, I soon dis- 
covered that I had an advantage over the 
others. I’d worked harder, seen more of 
life, and had more ambition than any 
one of them. So, I used my superior 
ability to win friends, who, in turn, wel- 
comed me into the best sorority, the most 
important clubs, and their homes. 
Then, my carefully-planned timetable 
was wrecked. Dad fell sick and I had to 


make two quick trips home—once when 


make up for the unforeseen drain on my 
budget caused by the trips. 

Now, as I sat looking at Cree, the 
pretty but hare-brained daughter of a 
prominent Virginia lawyer, I realized 
that even she had a better chance to land 
Prince Tamud than I had, unless I acted 
quickly. Forgetting all about my unfin- 
ished report, I lighted another cigarette 
and puffed thoughtfully. 

“A penny for your thoughts,” Cree 
called. 

I shook my head and smiled mysteri- 
ously. “They’re worth more than that, 
girl,” I told her. “Much more!” 

The next morning, every girl in the 
school went around peering into the face 
of every fellow who looked like a new- 
comer—and perhaps the prince. The 
search was cut short by a special assem- 
bly called by Dean Hanley. We all gath- 
ered in the chapel to hear what the spin- 
dly-legged dean of women had to say. 
She started out with a long-winded 
speech about the start of the new term 
meaning another chance to live up to the 
expectations of our parents and the great 
tradition of Stoney. 

“Old Sour-puss is sure preaching to- 
day,” Cree whispered to me. “Wonder 
what’s really on her mind?” 

“Shh!” I cautioned, as Dean Hanley 
glared our way. Cree pretended she was 
merely clearing (Continued on Page 70) 
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Elaine was in love with a society scion. She 


was ashamed of her poor family and kept her background a secret 


VEN NOW I can remember the 

+ heady excitement, the same delirious 
joy that swept through me that unfor- 
igettable night last May, as I danced 
ith Scott Merrill in the ballroom of his 
nt’s big home on Sugar Hill. To 
three hundred guests there, it was a 

e to swell the fund for the Chil- 
ldren’s Hospital. But to me, it was a 
ng-awaited date. At midnight Scott’s 
father would announce that Scott and 

‘were engaged to be married! 
| “Tm the happiest girl in the world!” 
T thought, as I followed Scott’s smooth 

ps. As if he heard me, his arm tight- 

ned about me, and his honest dark eyes 

iled radiantly down. “Beautiful 
Blaine!” he said softly, admiring my 
Swirling green organza dress, and the 
way | had brushed my hair into a 
gleaming dark mass on top of my head. 
Dh, it did seem too wonderful to be real 
that I, Elaine Leslie—of all girls— 
hould be everything that Scott Merrill 

ted! 

My watch said ten o’clock. I thought 
Hd never be able to wait for midnight. 
When the orchestra leader announced 
that the vaudeville acts were to begin, 

y only thought was, “Two more hours 
D wait!” 

' “Let’s get up closer, Honey,” Scott 
ged. He, led me along the edge of the 
towd which was moving toward the 
tle stage where stood a magician’s ta- 
covered with the usual red velvet 


until fate unmasked her cruelly. 


cloth. I remember looking at it curious- 
ly, but before its presence meant any- 
thing to me, it was too late to turn 
back. 

Walking out on the stage was a thin, 
little middle-aged man in a shabby swal- 
low tail coat and a high silk hat turn- 
ing green with age. Even before he 
reached his place, even before he looked 
up and I saw those twinkling black eyes, 
I knew it was Pops! 

Pops! He was the last person in the 
world I expected to see at the Merrill’s 
party! Pops had been my stepfather 
since I was a baby. I’d never mentioned 
him to Scott because he was part of the 
past that I was ashamed of and had tried 
to forget! I had put it all behind me 
the year before when I had come west 
and stayed to make a new life for my- 
self. I vowed then, to have what so many 
take for granted—a normal and happy 
life, something I’d never had in all my 
nineteen years. My past was my secret, 
and I told myself that I was right in 
keeping it a secret. I was especially 
sure of that after I met Scott. I didn’t 
expect Scott, or his parents, (the well- 
to-do, refined Merrills) to even under- 
stand, much less approve of my former 
life. 

But now, as I stood staring at Pops, 
I trembled with that one realization that 
my past was about to be revealed. Ina 
matter of minutes I’d be exposed and 


The 


Scott would never marry me! 


thought was an earthquake striking my 
heart, sending a chill wind blowing 
through me, holding me there like a pris- 
oner forced to witness some horrible 
sight. But I didn’t look at Pops after 
that first glance. I saw only the hard- 
ened knuckles of my clenched hands 
as I stood there hearing the feeble ap- 
plause, knowing from memory the corny 
routine of Pop’s magician’s act. It was 
the same old stuff; eggs appearing from 
the threadbare coat lapels, a string of 
balloons from a silk handkerchief, and 
the face-scarred jack-in-the-box popping 
out from Pops’ old hat. Once, when | 
chanced to glance up, I burned with hu- 
miliation at the way Pops’ eager eyes 
scanned the crowd, begging pathetically 
for applause. 

It had to be over soon, my soul cried. 
And, please God, don’t let Pops try to 
speak to me. Let me get out of here, 
somehow! Oh, I wished Pops well! My 
heart went out to him as I watched him 
standing there in that same old suit he’d 
worn for years. I wanted to help him! 
I would, too, | vowed—after Scott and 
I were married. I’d send Pops money. 
I'd see that he’d never want for any- 
thing. I’d do more for him than he 
had ever done for me. But—secretly! 
Scott and his family must never know! 

When the act was almost finished, | 
slipped from the circle of Scott’s arms 
and crossed quickly in front of the stage 
to the nearest exit. Scott called some- 



































thing to me, and I turned to smile and 
signal that I’d return soon. But Pops 
saw it, and thought the smile was for 
him! A great happiness leaped into his 
wrinkled old face and he smiled back. 
I caught my breath in consternation. 
“The old fool!” 1 thought, as, blinded 
by tears of anger and pity, I went on 
toward the hall and the powder room. 

The hall was in semi-darkness. In 
my upset state of mind, I barged into 
one of the extra waiters hired for the 
party. I mumbled an apology and start- 
ed through the door he had just closed. 
It was the library and I backed out and 
ran on to the powder room, embarrassed 
that even a waiter should see how dis- 
turbed I was. 

There was no one in the powder room. 
I flung myself down into the little blue- 
ruffled chair and buried my head in my 
arms on the mirrored dressing table. I 
felt the hope draining out of me like an 
ebbing tide, drawing me helplessly to the 
frigid depths of a bottomless sea. But 
then, all at once, my courage returned. 
It would be hard, but not impossible 
to avoid Pops for the rest of the evening. 
| couldn’t give up—not after all the 
things I had dreamed of and hoped for, 
worked night and day for, for a solid 
year. For, if I did, I could never get 
them back. My glamorous future was 
built on a tissue of lies. 

I hadn’t meant to lie. They weren’t 
really whole lies, but after all, a half- 
truth is actually a lie. When the first 
one slipped out, I had to go on. Reveal- 
ing my secret to Scott would have meant 
shutting out the first bright beam of sun- 
shine my life had ever known! 


I CAME to San Francisco after my 
Aunt Marian, who I had never known, 
died and left me her house and the 
prosperous little nearby book store. All 
the leading citizens of that closely-knit 
little district had dropped in the book 
store that first week to welcome me. 
hey were nice friendly girls, my age 
and boys, laughing and flirting a little, 
wondering if they dared ask me for a 
date. But none of them were like Scott 
Merrill with his casually elegant man- 
ner, his lean handsome face and soft 
wide lips that smiled so quickly. 

| warned myself that love couldn’t 
come like that. It couldn’t just walk 
into a book store on a sunny Saturday 
morning and capture a girl’s heart. But 
it did. The sparkle in Scott’s steady, 
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It’s no sin to be poor. Elaine discovered. but it is a sin t 





She also found out t 





ashamed of your background. 








when you’re really in love, artificial things don’t mat 








serious eyes, told me that he could like 
me a lot. 

I prayed that Scott Merrill would fall 
in love with me. In return I vowed to 
make myself someone he would be proud 
to take to his cultured parents and say: 
“Here is the future Mrs. Scott Merrill.” 

Sometimes, of course, I thought it was 
all a mad dream. There was my sordid 
background to think of. But why 
couldn’t I put it all behind me? I argued 
constantly with myself about it. Nobody 
need know, I told myself. So I lied to 
Scott. I told him the reason I’d never 
known Aunt Marian was that I’d been 
“travelling.” That part, at least, was the 
truth. But I had to keep Pops out of 
the picture, so I invented a mythical, 
wealthy old dowager who had taken me 
all over the States as her companion and 
secretary. 

The way I felt when I told that first 
lie should have warned me. But I rea- 
soned that Scott and his kind of people 
couldn’t possibly understand the way I 
felt that first hour I spent in Aunt Ma- 
rian’s little house, when the lawyer 
turned over the key to me. 

It was with quiet wonder that I went 
about touching Aunt Marian’s things. 
The gleaming old cherry wood desk and 
table, the neat antimacassars on the 
chairs, the marble-topped dresser in the 
bedroom, and shiny pans hanging in a 
row over the old-fashioned friendly 
looking kitchen range. Something hap- 
pened to me—something strange, warm 
and promising. I felt a whisper deep 
down inside of me that said: “This is 
your home. The first home you’ve ever 
had. Keep it. Build your future from 
here.” It sounded like my mother’s voice. 
It was the kind of thing she told me just 
before she died when I was eight years 
old. “I always wanted a home for you, 
Baby,” she had whispered haltingly, 
“Maybe—some day you and Pops—” 

That night I wrote Pops and urged 
him to join me and get a nice respect- 
able job, or just sit out under the cherry 
tree and take life easy. But Pops 
wouldn’t come. He was bitterly disap- 
pointed because I hadn’t sold the house 
and the book shop and brought the 





money back to him as we’d previously 
planned. We’d be on Easy Street, if we 
did that, Pops wrote. But I knew better, 
Easy Street would last a few months, | 
realized. Then we'd be right back where 
we always had been, living in cheap, 
dirty rooming houses, haunting the 
booking agencies when the slack season 
was on, then hitting the road again, go 
ing from one town to another. We 
would ride slow locals third class, then 
occupy more cheap rooms where we 
slept in our clothes in winter to keep 
warm, doing the three-a-day for pen- 
nies, and being hungry most of the 
time. 

I was through with that life—through 
with having Pops come in to bring me 
a sandwich and a bottle of milk, all the 
while swearing he had eaten his dinner 
while he was out. Pops would say he'd 
won on the slot machines, which I knew 
was a lie because he never gambled a 
penny in his life. Pops only gambled 
his life for a penny! q 

I had almost no formal schooling. 
Maybe there’d be two months of school 
at a stretch when we didn’t have a book- 
ing, then no more for weeks. But as I 
got older, I’d go to the public library 
as soon as we'd hit a town. I’d read 
until time for the show. Pops scolded 
me because I wouldn’t practice and try 
to learn more than the very simplest 
magic tricks. But I didn’t care. I didn’t © 
want to learn. I hated show business. 
I wanted to live like people I’d read 
about. I wanted a husband, a home, 
and babies. 

At first I felt bad about Pop’s refusal 
to share my new home. Then I got” 
disgusted with him. He didn’t want 
any better life than he had. He wanted 
to be a starving ham actor all his life 
And he wanted me to be one too. 1 
didn’t stop to realize then, that God had 
made us all very, very different. To. 
me, the show was just a struggle for sur 
vival. To Pops, all the tragic, poverty- 
stricken years were just stop-gaps. He 
was forever so pitifully sure that some 
thing would “turn up” soon. Something 
“big.” He (Continued on Page 63) 
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Let’s kat 


L bape WARM days ahead, preparing 

food outdoors is a delightful pros- 
pect. Summer is not complete without 
at least one trip to the country or the 
wide open spaces for a meal. The whole 
operation is easier than most people like 
to anticipate. As a general rule, women 
like to confine their outdoor cookery to 
the patio or back yard, and to casserole 
or small barbecues and sandwiches. 

Men, however, like the feeling of the 
great open spaces. Whether making bar- 
becue, preparing steaks, chops, chicken 
or hamburgers, roasting wieners around 
a campfire or cooking their own catch 


Outdoors 


of fish, it is a job they like and one which 
provides the answer to the quest for out- 
door freedom. 

Plan good, wholesome meals, with 
light foods and get away from the rou- 
tine dishes. Try new barbecue sauces, 
casserole dishes and salads; new drinks, 
sandwich spreads, fresh fruits and sum- 
mer vegetables. Buy gay linens, bam- 
boo-handled flatware, and as shown, 
Franciscan Ivy patterned pottery, and 
make use of pretty green plants and 
colorful flowers. 

Suggestions for novel ideas in summer 
meals are shown on these pages. 












reete) qi tc 


Fun With Food 





ut 


te 
It 





F 








Salad Bowl 


To most people summer picnics and outdoor parties 
usually call for a menu of sandwiches, cold sliced 
meats, salads and fruits. However, with all the modern 
gadgets and equipment on the market, it is quite simple 
to have hot foods without any hard work. Broiled 
steak, vegetables cooked campfire style, chicken and 
many other foods are adaptable to outdoor cooking. 

Your picnic salads will be twice as enjoyable if they 
are eaten with garlic bread. Even this delicacy may be 
prepared outdoors. Just crush a clove of garlic in a 
little salt and add to a generous amount of softened 
butter. Cut a loaf of French bread in thick slices, then 
spread garlic butter between each slice and brush over 
the top. Place bread near fire until it is warmed 
through. 
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ASIEST WAY to entertain in sum- 
mer is to have a big back yard bar- 
becue or picnic. Even everyday supper 
affairs can be most enjoyable when 


planned for the outdoors. 

These meals cause less work for moth- 
er, since paper plates and cups are used 
and wooden or plastic forks and spoons 


i may be substituted for silverware, elimi- 


nating dishwashing. Most of the food is 
prepared ahead of time and placed in the 











or 


the 





deep freeze or refrigerator until almost 
time to serve. Summer is a lazy season 
and things should slow down, food 
should be light and attractively served, 
and sun and air enjoyed to the fullest. 
Everyone can pitch in and help with 
meals and it can become a real family 
affair with lots of fun. Where there are 
no back yards, it is fun to eat on a porch 
or just fix light, airy meals that will give 
the outdoor feeling, too. 


Broiled Duckling 
On Outdoor Grill 











Pineapple Shrimp Salad 


One of the most colorful and delicious salads for a 
patio party or outdoor supper is pineapple shrimp 
salad. A treat with the Hawaiian touch, this delec- 
table tropical salad is easy to make. Slice tops off 
two fresh pineapples. Remove pulp and save to use 
for another day’s dessert. Mix in large bowl, 1 small 
can shrimp or %4 cup fresh cooked shrimp, 1 cup 
cooked flaked fish, % cup diced cucumbers, % cup 
diced celery, 1 tbsp. grated horseradish, 3 tbsps. 
mayonnaise. Fill hollowed-out pineapple with salad. 
Serve as a main dish for two or side dish for four. 
Serve with iced pineapple juice and fresh cherries. 
This salad will lift wilted spirits on any hot day. 

For added color and beauty, serve on bed of salad 
greens and fresh fruit. This salad may be varied by 
using tuna or salmon instead of shrimp, if desired. 


















FASHION 


OR THE past twenty years New York 
fashion designer Marcella Dixon has 
been creating patterns and dress designs, 
using the actual muslin pattern and liye 
J models on which to cut before a detailed 

sketch of the perfected idea is made. 

A tape measure, box of pins, pair of 
scissors and a generous quantity of ma. 
terial are her trusty aids. 

Drawing on her twenty-five years of 
experience in the business, Designer 


f Dixon has created a number of exciting 
patterns and styles for Mademoiselle. |p 
CSI ner the past eight years she has executed 
ideas for a number of fashion shows and 
won much praise for her work. 


When not design 


ing patterns, she likes 


a: 






After measuring, chintz is torn to corre- 

spond. White cord is basted into matetial 

vertically, 6 to 8 inches apart at back and 
front of waist. 





; ; Waist back and front are joined, cords 
Patterns must fit and be adjustable. Shown with model, Miss Dixon carefully takes pulled to give effect desired. Cutting skirt 
back, shoulder measurements before cutting material to design garment. is next. Pieces for skirt are cut in bias 


points, allowing for hemline and seams. 
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to create new ideas and remodel dresses. 
She feels it takes a lot of imagination to 
make something old into something 
smart and new. 
On these pages Miss Dixon gives a 
step-by-step picture of cutting a size 12 
ern for a play dress on a live model. 
After the dress has been cut and fitted, 
it is taken apart and scaled accurately 
for paper pattern cutting, with hem, 
seam, and all other necessary allowances. 
Patterns cannot be too intricate, as they 
are designed for home dressmakers. They 
must be cut to fit all sizes, and in many 
instances, made adaptable for sun dress, 
street dress or for party clothes. Dress 
shown here is styled for versatility. 


SRR 





As model looks on, Miss Dixon cuts skirt 


in sections. Minor adjustments are some- | 


times necessary. Intricate patterns are cut 
on tables. 


Two bias circular pieces are carefully 
ited at waistband. Matching stripes in 
material with seams comes next. Deep pleat 
efect takes gathers from over the hips. 





Unbleached muslin is usually used, but for picture effect, dress is made of striped, | 
glazed chintz. Skirt is full and flowing. Pattern comes with or without snap-on cape 
effect collar and sleeves. 
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Hand-printed linen in contemporary abstract of cup-shaped motifs on slender stems 
comes on background of deep blue, gray or olive brown. 


No TOO long ago, fashion trends 
for homes called for a distinct bor- 
der line between traditional and modern 
lecor. Today the strict rules and ideas 
along these lines have relaxed. Decora- 
tors, stores and homemakers are taking 
all sorts of liberties, blending and mix- 
ing traditional and modern furnishings. 

Ready-made draperies and drapery 
naterials have been affected by this 
hange. Lovely, new, exciting patterns 
by the famous Angelo Testa, are bold in 
color and design, with a fresh approach 


hat will fit easily into period or contem- 
There are age-old print 
with traditional English and 
Chinese figures and soft floral designs. 
Viany other patterns are available that 


porary rooms. 


iotifs 


will fit into each particular individual’s 
taste for decorating. 

Fabrics too, vary in width. 
woven fabrics, such as casement cloth, 
wool tweeds, and wool cheviots are com- 
pletely reversible. There are silk shan- 
tungs, silk voiles, antique satins, linens 
of all types, cretonnes and chintz. It cer- 
tainly should not be a hard job to find 
the fabric desired in the preferred design. 

Shown on these pages are some of the 
newest ideas in fabrics for draperies this 
year. Many of the patterns may have 
matching wallpaper, which has become so 
popular in the last few years. Prices for 
these materials vary widely. But for those 
who are shopping for draperies this sea- 
son, there is sure to be a pattern to please. 
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New 
Trends 
In 
Drapery 
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From Greeff’s modern fabrics this geomet- 

ric design of small squares contains stylized 

leaves, alternating with geometric motifs. 
equally stylized faces. 
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Another Greeff-styled documentary print is unglazed, vat-dyed de- “Goin’ To Meetin’” is amusing fabric in style of old block 

sign called “The Lancer,” featuring large, octagonal platter shape print. Gentleman on horseback shields himself from sun on 
across which spirited lancer is charging. leisurely ride to midsummer meeting. 
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Made on Cockade, hand-printed glazed Design of little Dutch summer houses is French novelty called “Les Trois Notes,” 
chintz is French novelty pattern called typical of quaint dwellings found along the has alternate entwined ribbons and musical 
“Reve de Valse,” comes in blue and pink Hudson River in New York. Unglazed cot- staffs. Hand-printed glazed chintz is avail- 
on white, retails for about $10.25 a yard. ton is available in six colors. able in blue and pink on white. 


HEALTH 


Athlete’s Foot 


Locker rooms and swimming pool ledges are typical places where people may contract athlete’s foot. 


1 rey ARE very few adult people 
who have not, at sometime or an- 
‘ther, experienced an intense itching and 
burning on and between the toes. When 
excmined the toes are very red. The 
skin in between them is a sodden white 
color and there are very apt to be large 
painful cracks. This condition is known 
1s athlete’s foot, a disease second only 
o the common cold in frequency. It is 
n infection with a parasite known as a 
lungus. 
Most infections are caused by bac- 
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By Dr. Julian Lewis 


Author of “‘Biology of the Negro”’ 


teria. These are germs of various sizes 
and shapes that invade the body to cause 
a variety of well-known diseases. Scien- 
tists have never decided whether bacteria 
are animals or plants. Actually they 
seem to be neither, but a very primitive 
form of life in between the two. On the 
other hand, the disease-producing fungi, 
of which there are many different kinds, 
are a more highly developed type of liv- 
ing matter and definitely a form of plant 
life. Most of them can be seen as long 
slender threads under the microscope. 


With the proper conditions, a state of 
existence known as spores can be as 
sumed. These resemble the seeds of 
plants in many respects and are extreme 
ly resistant to drying, heat and germ- 
killing chemicals. They can be scattered 
around in dust and can remain inert for 
long periods of time. But when mois 
ture, warmth, and nourishment are pro- 
vided they again assume their active 
vegetative, disease-provoking life in the 
form of slender threads. This ability to 
form spores makes it very difficult to get 



































rid of a fungus once it has made its ap- 
pearance. 

Fungi can cause many different dis- 
eases. Any infection of the skin and its 
appendages (hair and nails) with a 
fungus is called ringworm. This name 
‘js misleading because the eruption on 
“he skin is not necessarily round and all 
gund-shaped lesions are not ringworm. 
Athlete’s foot, being caused by a fun- 
igus, is therefore a ringworm infection. 
Tt gets its name from its prevalence, al- 
Imost in epidemic proportions, among 
Isthletes who have the habit of walking 
"pbout barefoot on the damp floors of 
| shower baths and dressing rooms in the 
gymnasium. While we now know that 
Mthe disease is not confined to athletes, 
‘the circumstances accounting for its fre- 
quency among them has taught many of 
the facts concerning the manner in which 
it is spread and how it can be prevented. 
It is a very contagious infection. It may 
be conveyed from one person to another 
by direct personal contact or, as in the 
gymnasium, by indirect means because 
- wherever the feet of an infected indi- 
| vidual touch, a trail of germs is left be- 
| hind ready to be picked up by the next 
| person who comes along. 

There seem to be certain factors con- 
"cerned with the acquirement of an ath- 
kete’s foot infection not quite under- 
stood by doctors. For instance, a per- 
son may regularly attend to his personal 
"hygiene and scrupulously keep his feet 
iclean. He may avoid any known direct 
or indirect contact with a victim of the 
but nevertheless develop a 
“tingworm infection between the toes. 
The best explanation offered for this is 
that the fungus of athlete’s foot, espe- 
‘cially in the spore form, is widespread 
and universally present so that it is im- 
possible to avoid constant contact with 
it under the conditions that prevail in 
city life. Under ordinary circumstances 
the number of germs to which one is 


te of 


daily exposed is very small. They fail 
C as- “, ” e e 
iat to “take hold” and cause infection. It 


appears, however, that certain things, as 


4 yet not entirely known, may happen 
ail either to the general condition of the in- 
fer dividual or to the local tissues of the 
nie feet that lower resistance and enable the 
pro- organisms to grow. Of course, massive 
tive exposure to the germs either by direct 
the contact or immediate indirect contact 
y to with a diseased person will overwhelm 


get even the re- (Continued on Page 49) 
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Many summer camps are non-segregated, encourage inter-racial relationships. 


Selecting 
A Summer Camp 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


*UMMER VACATION time is here 

again. For children this is the hap- 
piest season of the year. At least it al- 
ways starts out to be. For this is the 
time of year that the younger generation 
traditionally takes to the countryside and 
playgrounds. But all too often the great- 
est number of children are left to the 
steaming streets of the big city jungles 
to sweat out the long summer days under 
It is a time 
of great anxiety for parents. What can 
the youngsters do to occupy their time 
profitably? A growing number of par- 
ents find an answer in summer camps 
for their children, but many mothers 
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the sun’s scorching rays. 


still fret over the idea, think summer 
camps not worth the money spent. 

At one time, camps were thought of 
by many as summer resorts for rich chil- 
dren. This belief is not nearly so pop- 
ular today as there are camps for prac- 
tically everyone’s children—big camps, 
little camps, expensive ones, inexpensive 
ones. There are camps for cripples, the 
sightless and mentally slow children. 

For the more than 2 million Negro 
children in the United States, the camp- 
ing picture is better than ever. Not only 
are there increasingly large numbers of 
interracial camps, but costs are not so 





prohibitive as in years gone by. Ther 


are even free day camps where a chilj 
arrives by bus in the morning and is re 
turned to his home in the evening. 

But the question still remains. Ar 
camps worthwhile? I say yes. Of cours 
if a parent asks a child why he woul 
like to go to camp, his answer would be 
that he could have a heck of a good time 
swimming, playing games and story. 
telling around bonfires at night. Fo 
parents, this still may not be a satisfy. 
ing answer. Let us look at the question 
of camping benefits for a moment. 

Camping is an important educational 
experience. A number of public school 
systems now operate their own summer 
camps. Some have special facilities for 
aiding pupils who have not done too well 
during the school year. Brushing up on 
their arithmetic at camp under a leg 
regimented program, gives them a good 
chance to catch up with their fall classes, 

Camps afford an opportunity, says 
Howard P. Calloway, editor of Camping 
Magazine, for adventurous “reaching 
out.” By this he means that camps allow 
youngsters opportunities to develop in 
the creative arts, sports and to uncover 
unsuspected talents. Camps also aid in 
citizenship-building. The experience in 
cooperation, such as participating in the 
camp council, is an invaluable one not 
likely to be had in school and certainly 
not at home. It is almost needless to 
dwell on discussion of the incomparable 
out-of-doors health benefits camping of- 
fers to growing young bodies, or the les- 
sons that can be learned about the beav- 
ties of nature, the birds, trees and the 
little animals who inhabit the forests. 

But ‘how can we afford camp on our 
slim budget, a great many mothers ask? 
Camping cost has been lessened in re- 
cent years, not because the established 
camps are any cheaper, but because there 
are more social agency camps. Some of 
these camps are practically free. Others 
run on a non-profit basis, charge 4 
camper no more than it costs to main- 
tain him. Some rates are scaled accord- 
ing to aparent’s ability to pay—the 
same system as that used in some day 
nurseries. Many of the private camps— 

the long-established ones—each year in- 
vite non-paying campers to join with 
youngsters whose parents pay up to $700 
for an eight week season. The average 
private camps cost about $400 a season. 
But as I said before, the parent who can- 
not afford this price should not be dis 
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couraged. Parents in this category can 
jook toward the youth-serving organiza- 
tions whose camps are decidedly less in 
cost. The YMCA, YWCA and the Boy and 
Girl Scout Camps are among these. So 
are the Quakers, Lisle Fellowship camps 
and the Fellowship of Southern Church- 
men’s camps, which, incidentally, are inter- 
racial, though situated in the South. The 
YWCA and to a lesser degree, the YMCA, 
have made big strides toward integrating 
all their camps. Many, however, still seg- 
regate Negroes. 

Day camps are a marvelous innovation, 
though limited in operation. The majority 
of these camps are run by charitable agen- 
cies and usually operate out of the larger 
cities. They are free or require only a 
nominal fee. Children leave home morn- 
ings in buses that take them to wooded 
areas, where they enjoy camp-life activi- 
ties, are given their lunches and returned 
home by nightfall. Increasingly popular ate 
programs like the Vermont Plan through 
which reliable farm families keep children 
from congested cities with no charge. 
These children enjoy for a summer, many 
of the exciting experiences a, farm boy or 
girl may have. 

Camp inquiries can be made at your 
churches, schools and social agencies. The 
idea is to start planning in advance so that 
when the time comes, the child will be suffi- 
ciently prepared to leave home. This 
brings up the question of how old a child 
should be to attend camp. Traditionally, 
camps attract the largest number of chil- 
dren from the 8 to 16-year-old group. Some 
camps have special facilities for five and 
six-year-olds. If these facilities are not 
available, I would not advise younger chil- 
dren being placed in a camp with older 
children, as they don’t take to camp life as 
readily as more mature children. How- 
ever, a child of seven is usually not too 
young for his first camping season. 

How long should a boy or girl remain 
atcamp? This, of course, depends upon 
the child's makeup and the amount of 
money that can be invested. The eight- 
week season is the most desirable for many 
reasons. It gives the child a chance to ad- 
just to his new life, to get the most out of 
the camp’s health benefits and allow his 
counselors time to help him with his weak- 
nesses. For the child who is shy or reluc- 
tant to leave home, the first year’s camping 
trip should be four weeks or less. How- 
ever, shyness is rarely a problem after the 
frst year. Mothers tell me that after the 
first camping season, their youngsters are 
talking camp in February, busily making 
plans for the forthcoming season. 

What type of camp you should select for 
your child largely depends upon his or her 
personality. If the child is shy, consider 
the smaller camp where he will not be over- 
whelmed. But if your youngster is overly- 
aggressive and domineering, the large 
camp is just what he needs. There he will 
meet his match, so to speak. 
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sistance of a normal individual. 

It is a known fact that once a person has 
had athlete’s foot he is prone to repeated 
infections at intervals. He may learn to 
associate these new infections with failure 
to bathe frequently or thoroughly enough, 
with fatigue, with dissipation, with illness, 
or other debilitating factors. It is believed 
that each previous infection leaves the fun- 
gus in a dormant state lodged in the skin 
itself or in the clothing, ready for another 
chance to grow and produce infection. 
Such an opportunity is provided under cir- 
cumstances that vary with different people 
but which have in common the ability to 
lower resistance. 

The reason that the area between the 
toes is the favorite site of fungus infection 
is because the moisture, warmth, and dead 
skin at this site provide excellent condi- 
tions for the growth of the organisms. If 
the infection between the toes is not 
promptly and efficiently checked it will 
readily spread to other parts of the feet. 
Large and small blisters filled with a thin 
watery pus may appear on all surfaces of 
the feet, but particularly on the ‘sides and 
soles. In addition, an eczema-like patchy 
eruption may develop on top of the feet 
and on the heels, All of the lesions of ring- 
worm of the toes and feet are character- 
ized by an intense itching. The scratching 
induced by this further complicates the 
disease. When the physician looks at the 
diseased feet he may suspect ringworm but 
he can never be sure until he finds the 
fungus under the microscope since there 
are other diseases that give a good imita- 
tion of ringworm. 

Occasionally ringworm of the feet may 
extend to the hands where the condition 
has much the same appearance and effect 
except that the between-the-toes emphasis 
is not duplicated between the fingers. The 
fingernails and toenails may become in- 
fected with ringworm. This results in de- 
formity and even loss of the nails. It is a 


particularly difficult infection to get rid of 
because the germs become imbedded in the 
hard nails and are not readily accessible 
to germ-killing drugs applied in treatment. 

Methods proposed for the treatment of 
athlete’s foot are many. Because it is such 
a common but distressing disease it has 
been a bonanza for the manufacturers of 
patent medicines and nostrums. Many 
people go to the drugstore and purchase a 
preparation they have seen advertised. 
When one preparation fails, as it is very 
likely to do, the sufferer will buy another, 
or will use some home remedy, the most 
popular being a strong solution of iodine. 
The net result is that the ringworm pro- 
gresses far beyond the simple between-the- 
toes infection and is further complicated 
by a severe inflammation resulting from the 
use of chemicals. One of the preparations 
usually sold by drugstores for athlete’s 
foot is Whitfield’s ointment. This is a legi- 
timate preparation containing chemicals 
useful in treating ringworm but is much 
too strong to use in the ordinary infection. 
It was originally devised for application 
only on the thick skin of the soles and 
palms where it can be borne safely. Used 
elsewhere it causes a severe reaction. 

Oftentimes when a doctor first sees a pa- 
tient with athlete’s foot he has to begin by 
treating the injuries produced by unwise 
self-treatment. If he could have the op- 
portunity of treating the disease in the 
early stage a cure could be obtained in a 
few days because he has access to several 
new drugs that miraculously kill the fun- 
gus after a short exposure. When the dis- 
ease has been allowed to advance, the 
germs become entrenched in the skin where 
they are fortified against even the most 
efficient drugs. 

After the infection has been cured, pe- 
riodic reinfections may be expected be- 
cause it is utterly impossible to completely 
rid the skin of the germs. If you will ask 
him, your doctor will give you a prepara- 
tion that can be applied at frequent inter- 
vals to prevent reoccurrences, or to apply 
immediately on the appearance of symp- 
toms of another infection. 
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Speaking of those perfectly natural peo- 
ple let’s look at a specimen of Ethel Wa- 
ters’ handwriting. 

She has a lot of plans which she is keep- 
ing mum about. She weighs matters care- 
fully but acts on that “certain feeling” or 
inner prompting. Service, to Ethel Waters 
has a new meaning, she’s so willing to do 
for others without praise or gain. Her 
understanding of human nature has been 
stimulating to her many friends and asso- 
ciates. Her mind is deepened in philos- 
ophy. Her manner and thinking is refresh- 
ing. Her extravagance is not for, herself 
alone. Those who know her will have 


found her to be a positive person. It isn’t 
often that she puts her foot down, but when 
she does she plants it firmly. Being ag- 
gressive and persistent she'll always pro- 
gress steadily. Nature has gifted her with 
the ability to execute her talents with the 
most exacting artistic effects. As obstacles 
show themselves in her life she is able to 
get around and overcome them with ease. 

An analysis of your handwriting is now 
available to those wishing this service. Send 
a self-addressed stamped envelope, and I 
will mail you a folder outlining the types 
of analysis and fee. This scientific service 
is for the particular person who realizes 
the advantage of personal attention. Write 
Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 1820 S. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
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Too 

Wild 
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than Dallas, sixty miles away. 

How well I remember that day when 
Rob barged into my life. A loud rap on the 
door made me drop my dishrag and hurry 
to answer. Dad had cautioned me to be 
cool toward shiftless outlanders who 
drifted into our community. But good ad- 
vice went flying when I saw a cheerful 
warm face eyeing me with disarming 
friendliness. 

“Morning, miss,” the caller greeted me. 
“Is the boss around?” “Or,” he added, “am 
I speaking to the boss?” “Positively not, 
mister,” I said laughingly. 

Just then Dad had mounted the porch 
steps te give our visitor short welcome. 

“If you’re hungry,” Dad snapped. “Tl 
feed you. Then you can be on your way.” 

The stranger grinned amiably. “Didn’t 
come begging, Mr. Pearson. Came to hire 
out if you can use me. One of your neigh- 


bors told me you were needing a man. I’m 


Robert Fowler—Rob for short.” 

Dad hesitated. As a rule he never em- 
ployed transients. He claimed that they 
stole more than they earned. But he was 
really hard up for help, what with the draft 
board siphoning off all the local boys as 
soon as they reached service age. Our last 
three workers had gone marching off to in- 
duction centers before they’d made a 
month’s pay. 

“Well I don’t know,” Dad finally an- 
swered. “Ever done any farm work?” 

Rob Fowler’s fingers swept the air in a 
wide arc. The gesture made every place 
that I’d ever dreamed about take on some 
taunting quality of life. Cities and rivers 
and distant mountain tops were bound up 
in that moment’s flex of a hand. 

“Yes sir,” he replied. “I’ve done farm 
work all over—apples in Oregon, wheat in 
Kansas, potatoes in Maine.” 

Dad’s jaw stiffened. Talk of faraway 
spots always made him suspicious. “You 
won't do,” he said gruffly. “I need a steady 
man. You’ve been in too many places to 
stay put.” 

The jobseeker picked up his battered 
suitcase as if to go. There was a disappoint- 
ed look on his face. I felt mysteriously 
that it had something to do with me. 

“Wait, Dad,” I spoke impulsively. “If 
you don’t get your planting done soon, 
you'll be buying feed for the cows, this 
winter.” 

Dad’s expression softened when you hit 
him in his pocketbook, he felt the blow. in 
a softer spot than his heart. 

“Hold on, Fowler,” he called. “How are 
you on the plow?” 
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Rob laid down his bag. No complaints 
yet,” he chuckled. “Lead me to a plow and 
I'll prove it.” 

“You’re hired,” Dad said. His voice had 
an edge of warning. “This is my daughter, 
Marilyn. She’s spoken for.” He added the 
last significantly. 

We'd had many a helper, but never one 
who got things done so well and so quickly 
as Rob. He could coax a balky horse to 
work or a sick calf to its feet. His furrows 
had never a bend nor a twist. In one 
breath, Dad would swear that he’d never 
hired a better man. In the next, he’d com- 
mand me not to listen to the newcomer’s 
spirited talk of the places where no Pear- 
son had ever been. 

“Rob Fowler’s been everywhere, seen 
everything, and hasn’t a dollar to show for 
it.” So Dad summed up his new employee 
in words that brooked no argument. “Don’t 
listen to his yarns, Marilyn. Don’t pay his 
windjamming any mind.” 

I tried hard to obey since obedience was 
something Dad expected as naturally as the 
coffee and eggs that Mother served him 
for breakfast every morning. As I walked 
behind the plow, sowing seed in the freshly 
broken furrows, I did my best to ignore 
Rob’s pleasant gossip about the world out- 
side our sleepy little settlement. 

But I might as well have bade the earth 
to stop moving as my ears to stop hearing. 
Rob was the first breath of fresh air in my 
cramped twenty years of living. I won- 
dered what would make life endurable if 
he ever tired of our quiet farm and moved 
on. 

How could I, with my wild heart, ever 
resign myself to being the wife of Gene 
Hartwell? Rob had braved the world and 
run risks to experience adventures. But 
adventure for Gene was a calf auction-in 
Dallas or a Saturday afternoon soda pop 
session at the county seat. 

A week went by. Seven eager days whose 
beginnings I counted by the minutes when 
Rob laid hands on the plowlines and I 
strapped on the sowing sack. While we 
worked and chatted, I kept persuading my- 
self that it was only Rob’s talk of the far 
places which made my heart pound and 
my veins throb. Then I would look at the 
proud curl of his eyelashes and his firm 
hands plunging the plowshare solidly into 
the ground to start another furrow. I’d 
stand watching his broad back, muscles 
rippling like waves on a pool, as he 
clutched the handles. My hands would be 
weak and shaky when I remembered to 
dip them into the bag for seed. 

I didn’t want to admit that I was in love 
because I couldn’t imagine Rob binding 
himself to one woman any more than he 
could tie himself to one spot of the uni- 
verse. But even in rough farm clothes, he 
was the handsomest man I’d ever seen. His 
lips were full and wide where Gene’s were 
pinched and tight. His features were frank 
and generous. Gene’s were sparse and sus- 
picious like Dad’s. No wonder Dad had 
picked Gene for a son-in-law. 





HE AFTERNOON of the seventh day, 

Rob and I finished the last field and the 
last furrow. “Whew!” Rob laughed 
“Hardest plowing stint I’ve finished since] 
broke ground for grapes in Californig, 
Time out for a rest before we start the ney 
chore.” 

He lit a cigarette and handed me one, 
Puffing on the little white stem gave me, 
delightful sense of wickedness. Smoking 
was among the things that Dad damned a 
vices in women. Rob’s eyes ranged oy 
over the Bottoms, toward the spires of the 
ancient brick church whose elders regy. 
lated our community in the serene belief 
that they were the appointed deputies of 
God. Birds were winging drowsily across 
the clear blue skies. A column of smoke 
puffed lazily from the chimney of a neigh. 
boring farmhouse. 

“Beautiful country this,” Rob murmured, 
“They grow a lot of pretty things here.” 

He turned to me, and and his words were 
a teasing overtone to dreams that I was 
dreaming. “But they grow nothing prettier 
than their girls.” 

Roundabout as the compliment was, it 
made me draw my breath sharply. My cig. 
arette dropped to the ground to burn out in 
dying little wisps of smoke. 

“Tell me, Rob,” I asked, trying to hide 
my anxiety.” What will you do after leay. 
ing us? You won’t stay—that I know. But 
where will you go when you get tired of 
Texas—and tired of the Pearsons?” 

Rob kicked absently at a clod. “Who 
says I’m tired of Texas—or tired of the 
Pearsons?” he challenged. 

For a second, our eyes met. Something 
flickered on his face, lingered briefly, then. 

“Trouble is,” Rob said gravely, “I like 
this place. But it would never like me. 
There are two kinds of people in this 
world, Marilyn. My kind and the home 
kind. They can’t mix here or anywhere 
I’ve been—no more than crops and weeds 
in the same field.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “‘Where’ll | 
light down next? I wouldn’t bet on it my- 
self. Maybe in Florida to pick oranges. 
Maybe in Louisiana to cut sugar cane. It 
doesn’t much matter so long as I keep mov- 
ing.” 

The blood rushed to my cheeks and my 
mind was stark panic. Years that were 
numb and dark gripped me in a torturing 
vise of dullness. Years when I would be- 
come old and dry and withered like other 
women married to men who hugged hearth- 
stones like Gene Hartwell. 

Impulsively I reached out and grasped 
Rob’s hands. “Take me with you,” | 
blurted. “I want to see new faces and new 
towns and... .” 

Shame stopped by tongue. I realized 
how brazen I was sounding. Rob’s face 
showed its surprise as he tried to pass off 
my words lightly. ‘ 

“Thanks, Marilyn,” he said with studied 
carelessness. “Thanks for saying it. But 
you're better off here.” He gave my cheek 
a playful little pat. “Marry one of your 
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kind, raise a lot of kids, and be happy.’ 

He moved away abruptly and began un- 
hitching the team from the two-horse plow. 
That act told me everything. Without 
glancing back, I stumbled down a furrow 
toward home. When I reached the house, I 
tan into my room and slammed the door. 

All that afternoon, I raged at myself for 
having been so forward. It had been my 
poast that I’d never thrown myself at any 
man. Not me, Marilyn Pearson, who had 
stubbornly withheld her consent to marry 
Gene Hartwell. 

In our clannish little community Gene 
was regarded as a prize matrimonial catch. 

These three years, I'd kept putting him 
of, although common sense told me that 
[d eventually marry him anyhow. A 
woman had to wed and fulfill that destiny 
of our sex which makes all but a handful 
of us wives and mothers. Gene and all the 
other men I’d grown up with seemed more 
like close cousins than lovers who might 
set my blood racing. But I could truthfully 
say that there was none of them that I 
liked any better than the man who'd 
sought me for so long. 

Rob was gallantry and courage and all 
the daring, prodigal things that I couldn’t 
do in this pokey little place where nothing 
happened and nothing changed. A hun- 
dred places had known Rob. A hundred 
communities like this one had heard per- 
haps and marvelled at his tales. 

But then too, perhaps, a hundred silly 
little girls like me had cast themselves at 
his feet and begged to share his rovings. 
How he must hold us all in contempt as 
he would anybody who tried pinning him 
down to love or anything else that might 
limit his freedom. 

Well, he could cross me off his list of 
moony females. Gene would be coming for 
supper tonight after a week’s absence in 
Dallas. He’d be asking me the usual ques- 
tion. I'd show Rob Fowler where he stood. 
I'd make my peace with fate by giving the 
man who really wanted me an unusual 
answer. 

Rob and I greeted each other with awk- 
ward hellos when we met in the dining 
tom before supper. From down the road 
came the roaring put-put of “The Mon- 
ster,” fetching our invited guest to our 
house. When Gene swaggered in, sporting 
aflashy new suit, he stared with open dis- 
dain at Rob wearing dungarees and an 
od plaid shirt. You could sense the in- 
stant dislike between those two who were 
%many worlds apart. It flared like a quick 
guarded flame between them as they ac- 
knowledged introductions with curt nods. 

During the meal, I pointedly ignored 
Rob and consciously played up to Gene. 
Dad beamed when he saw how I kept fill- 
ing Gene’s plate and firing questions about 
his trip. But deep down inside me, I knew 
that I was fooling nobody who counted. 
Not Rob or myself. 

After supper, Dad and Mother tactfully 
fxcused themselves. Rob withdrew to his 
tom down the hall. Gene and I lingered 





over coffee. My face pretended a warmth 
that my heart didn’t feel. When Gene 
placed a caressing hand on my wrist, my 
veins froze as they always did whenever 
he touched me. 

“Hope you’re glad to see me,” he said 
ingratiatingly. “Glad as I am to be back. 
While I was there in Dallas, studying about 
calves, I wasn’t forgetting my sweetie.” 

He produced a square little box and 
opened it. I gasped, for the ring’ inside 
would have taken any girl’s breath. A 
dozen diamonds clustered around the solid 
gold band. Twining filigree work held the 
stones together. I’d never seen anything 
prettier. 

“Thought you'd like it,” Gene tittered. 
“Cost me a handsome penny. But the girl 
I’m doing the altar march with rates only 
the best.” He seized my finger and started 
to slip the ring on it. 

It was the right finger but the wrong 
man. My hands started shaking. The ring 
dropped to the table. Every resolution I’d 


made crumbled at the thought of marrying | 


somebody I could never love. 

“Wait, Gene,” I begged. “Give me a lit- 

tle more time. I have to think it all out 
” 

Gene grabbed my shoulders and pulled 
me close to him, his face showing its rage. 
There’d been ugly scenes before when I’d 
failed to give him his answer, but this was 
the first time he’d dared lay a hand on me. 

“Change the record!” he shouted. “I’d 
like to hear a different tune after all the 
time I’ve put in trying to make it different. 
You can’t fool me. Everybody’s talking 
about how you’ve gone head over heels for 
that tramp hired hand.” 

Rob’s door flew open. A minute later, 
he was rushing into the dining room. His 
jaw was grim and hard as he walked 
straight toward Gene who jumped up to 
eye him insolently. The two stood there, 
muscles flexed. 

“[’m not an eavesdropper, Hartwell,” 
Rob spoke with deliberafe slowness. “Still 
I couldn’t help hearing that last remark of 
yours. Maybe I heard wrong, but I thought 
it might have something to do with me.” 

“Take it any way you like.” Gene rasped. 
“We don’t let characters drift in here from 
hobo jungles to fool with our women . . .” 

Crack. Rob’s fist shot out. A couple of 
teeth flew out of Gene’s mouth. Gene raised 
his fists to hit back, but another blow from 
Rob sent him reeling against the wall. 

“J hated to do that, Hartwell,” Rob said. 
“But a man who'll mouth filthy slanders 
about his girl isn’t fit to marry a tramp 
off the streets.” 

Gene lunged forward for another try. 
Rob met him with an uppercut and sent 
him hurling toward the table. At that min- 
ute, Dad came rushing into the room. His 
angry appearance stopped the brawl. 

“Go to your Marilyn,” Dad 
snapped. “My apologies, Gene, for being 


room, 


jumped under my roof.” 
He glared at Rob who coolly walked 
away. Gene picked up the ring, thrust it 
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in his pocket and stalked out of the house. 
“The Monster” rattled like thunder as it 
bore him away. 


[? EXPECTED Dad to hand Rob his 

walking papers, but he had better sense 
than to fire the best man he’d ever had. 
Rob stayed on, doing his work, shunning 
me like I was measles. 

When we did chores together, he worked 
silently, saying as little as possible. Dad 
soon became convinced that his helper 
wasn’t building up to his daughter and 
calmed down. Gene hadn’t called since 
that night when Rob had trounced him. 
But I saw him daily if in an odd sort of a 
way. 

Day after day, he’d tear by our house in 
the Monster. The old wreck’s horn would 
be shrieking, its cut-out be wide open. It 
was childish behavior. Gene’s way of let- 
ting off steam. 

The mad dashes stopped only when 
Gene began dating Marge Throckmorton, a 
nice ordinary girl who was desperate for a 
man. Dad’s worried chiding about Gene’s 
sudden interest in Marge didn’t bother me 
one bit. In fact, I hoped she’d land him. 

I felt a dull vacancy of spirit because 
Rob held himself so aloof. Several times, 
I tried to draw him out by bringing up his 
adventures. Each time, he closed up like 
a clam. If Mother invited him to join the 
family after supper, he’d spend a restless 
few minutes with us, then find some excuse 
to say good-night. Even Dad began won- 
dering why a man with Rob’s youth and 
energy spent all his spare hours in solitude. 

I learned the reason one day, when I was 
tidying up his room. Rob’s dresser was 
generally neat and uncluttered. But that 
morning, I saw half-a-dozen well-thumbed 
books strewn across it. Curiosity made me 
start skimming through them. Every book 
had something to do with farming. Pas- 
sages in some of them were freshly under- 
scored with pencil. One volume had an 
inscription written by the dean of a famous 
agricultural college reading: 

“To Robert Fowler, outstanding student 
and honor graduate.” 

Rob was something more than the aim- 


less floater, as Dad considered him. No 
wonder he was such a good farmhand. He 
knew his trade both from the pages of 
books and hard, practical experience. My 


first impulse was to run and tell Dad who 
respected education because he thought it 
put more money in a man’s pocket. 

Then I thought better of it. Had Rob 
meant for us to know about this, he would 
have mentioned it himself. When I fin- 
ished with the room, I made sure the books 
were left exactly as I’d found them. Maybe 
there’d come a day when he’d find his own 
way of telling us. Until that time, I could 
wait. 

During the week that followed, I felt a 
deep glow-of pride because I was sharing 
a secret with Rob even if he didn’t know I 
shared it. But what cut to the quick was 
his continued indifference to me. For by 






now, I knew that I was desperately in loy 
with him. So much in love that I'd hay 
gladly tramped the world with him ap 


back again. Gene could never stir that j 
sponse in me if he tried a lifetime. 

But I had my own self-respect to cop, 
sider. I froze too. Finally, Rob and} 
were barely greeting each other. 

It went on like that for weeks. Then om 
day, Dad went to the county seat on som 
business and failed to get home for supper, 
After the meal, Mother wouldn’t accept 
Rob’s excuses when she asked him to spenj 
the evening with us two. 

“Nonsense, young man,” she said firmly, 
“Your room will still be there at bedtime. 
Till then, you'll keep us ladies company’ 

It was one of those perfect May ev. 
nings. The moonlight streaming through 
the open windows, was like spun gold. Fa 
off somewhere, a dog barked, and a far 
wagon creaked down the county road, | 
switched on the radio to soft music. 4 
dreamy waltz and Rob there in the room 
with me. That was all that I wanted—all 
except that he love me as I loved him. 

Maybe it was the night and the music, 
Maybe my mood thawed a little of his hard 
reserve. But suddenly Rob’s eyes met mine, 
In that brief instant, they confessed more 
than they’d ever wanted to admit. The 
grim set of his mouth, a moment after 
ward, could not hide what they had re 
vealed. Nor could his rising from his chair 
to ask almost brusquely if he might tune 
in on another program. 

Rob loved me. Whatever his pretenses, 
however his heart might try to isolate it- 
self from mine, he might deny it to him- 
self by his silence or his calculated cold- 
ness. But none of it would fool me any 
longer. 

The despair which had gripped me faded 
from that minute. 

Rob’s chilliness turned to gruffness, but 
I refused to accept his manner at its face 
value. His answer might be nothing but 
a grudging “good morning” when I gave 
him a gay salute, but his look that night 
had given me something better to build on. 

I don’t know how long that impasse 
might have lasted if our best and most de- 
pendable horse hadn’t broken out of the 
lot and gone chasing off to seek new pas 
tures. For that gentle old nag to jump the 
traces was as preposterous as Dad going on 
a bender. But it did, kicking up its heels 
like a colt and frisking off like it never 
wanted to set foot in another furrow. 

I started scouring our woods for the 
missing horse. The hoof tracks led straight 

a break in the fence that Dad hadn't 
found time to mend. Now at last, the fence 
was being repaired. But it was Rob who 
was busily engaged in splicing wire and 
pounding nails. 

Several minutes passed before Rob n0- 
ticed me. He looked startled when he sa¥ 
me. 

“What are you doing here?” 
lenged. 


he chal- 
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y in low “The missing horse,” I stammered. “And 


Le hay this crazy chase he’s leading me.” 

1m an “Horses and men both have to shed the 
r that 1 harness sometimes,” he answered shortly. 
e. 


“Except that the horses never runs far till 


t to cop. he gets caught.” 
band | He turned away and began driving nails 
with heavy. savage blows. The rotting old 
Then on fence post groaned and shook under the 
“a punishme: nt, then split squarely in two. 
F supper “Nuts!” Rob snapped. The hammer 
t accep dropped from his hand. He gave me a 
to spent wrathful look. I steeled myself for a bawl- 
ing-out. He had a right to be angry be- 
d firmly cause I'd hung around and upset his work. 
bedtime For a minute, he looked as if he wanted 
mpany,” to slap me. I stood there uncertainly. A 
Tay ew sudden calm fell between us. He took a 
through step forward. The hammer dropped from 
old. Fa Bi, hand. 
| a farm A second later, he reached out and drew 
road, me close to him. Our lips met hungrily in 
usic. AF Jong, throbbing kiss. “Marilyn,” he said 
he room huskily. My fingers twined through his 
ted—al hair. Then there was no more need of 
um. words because his lips were again seeking 
e music. | nine: greedily—insistently. 
his hard 
et mine. ENTURIES MIGHT have passed. But 
ed more it could have been only a matter of 
it. The minutes before I felt Rob’s sudden with- 
it afte | drawal from me. I lifted my face to be 
had Te 7 kissed again. He turned his lips from mine 
lis chait | and his arms became limp as he gently 
sht tune pushed me away. 

“What’s the matter, dear?” I asked anx- 
etenses, iously. “Tell me. Whatever it is, we can 
olate & work it out if we love each other.” 
to him | | cupped his face in my hands, “And 
-d_ cold. you do love me, don’t you?” 
me any He pulled away and rose to his feet. “We 

—we mustn’t let ourselves go like this,” he 
e faded | ssid huskily. “There’s nothing that could 
last between us. Nothing.” 
ess, bul | He picked up the hammer and strode 
its face | toward the fence. “Go home, Marilyn,” he 
ing but § ordered. “Go home and forget that this ever 
I gave | happened. Don’t worry about the horse. 
t night | He'll be back when he gets hungry for 
nild on. | hay.” 
mpasse | I staggered blindly to miy feet and 
ost de- | Walked off without once looking back. As 
of the 4 [started home, I tried to hold back the 
w pas: f ‘ars scalding my face. Briefly but mock- 
mp the ingly, happiness had been in my grasp. I 
sing «i had known it in its ecstasy and its promise. 
_ | But it had been snatched from me as I 
Ss heels I 
eal clutched it. Now all my hopes and dreams 
| seemed impossible. 
as: Isaid I had a headache and stayed away 
or the fom the supper table, that night. But 
traight later, I awoke to hear Rob moving around 
hadnt J in his room and the sound of a suitcase 
> fence being shut tight. After awhile the front 
b who F door eased open, and then the yard gate. 
re and I tiptoed to my window and watched Rob 
walk down the road till the darkness swal- 
ob no FF lowed up the last sight of him. Then I 
ne SW FB switched on my night lamp and sat there 
staring at the blank walls. 
- chal Dad grumbled plenty when Rob turned 
up missing. “Give a floater the best,” he 





said, “and still nothing will hold him when 
his feet start itching.” 

Of course. there was a lot of 
about Rob taking such abrupt leave of us. 
Scandal was the only excitement that 
our ingrown little community ever knew. 
Women who envied me whispered that Rob 
had left because I was trying to make him 
marry me. Knowing my neighbors, I let 
the tattletalk run its course without show- 
But it was through 


gossip 


ing any resentment. 
the silly rumors that I learned Rob was 


still in the settlement. 

He’d hired out to the Colberts who lived 
a stone’s throw from the couple of stores 
that made up the community’s business 
section. When I heard that, I stopped go- 
ing to the hamlet, fearing that we might 
meet. 

Rob might be just a few miles away, and 
his nearness haunted me. But I had to 
realize that he’d put between us distances 
that I could never bridge. 


“He’s gone,” I kept telling myself. 
“Whatever he meant to you, he never 


Not even when he lost his 


” 


wanted you. 
head that day in the woods .. . 

Then I’d have to stop thinking if I meant 
to go on working. Those precious few min- 
utes in Rob’s arms were all that I had to 
remember. I wouldn’t spoil my one mem- 
ory by picking it to pieces. 

Several times, the face of Gene Hartwell 
to disturb my lonely reflections 
Each time, I tried to fight back 


rose up 
about Rob. 


Gene’s image. I knew that I could have 
him back by beckoning a finger. Settle- 


ment talk might have him marked for mar- 
riage with Marge Throckmorton. But I 
hadn’t noticed any ring on her finger, those 
few times I had run into her. 

I think I’d have forgotten Gene com- 
pletely if Dad hadn’t started nagging me 
about him. Disappointment in love hadn’t 
kept Gene from growing the finest crops in 
the settlement. Dad was always bragging 
about how well he was doing and fretting 
because I'd let him slip him away from me. 
determined not to 
Not even if Dad was trou- 


I was firmly marry 
except for love. 
bled about getting old and having no son 
to take over our farm. Then one day, my 
heart sank when I saw the Monster parked 
before our gate. Gene was sitting in the 
living room with Dad when I entered the 
house. He was sitting there as friendly as 
if we’d never had any squabbles. “I just 
happened to see Gene at the store the other 
Dad commented. “I reminded him 


he hadn’t been around to see 


day,” 
us in a long 


time. So here he is. ‘f 
“Yes, here I am.” Gene echoed. “While 
I’m here, I might as well ask you, Mari- 


lyn, to take in the June Nineteenth celebra- 
tion with me.” 

June the Nineteenth is Emancipation 
Day in Texas—a day of picknicking and 
frolicking. It was on the tip of my tongue 
to refuse because I was finished with Gene. 
But Dad’s eyes bore down on me as sternly 
as if he were ordering me to wash my face. 
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“All right, Gene,” I said dully. “Ill take 
in the affair with you.” 

The holiday dawned bright and fair. 
Long tables had been set under the trees 
on the settlement picnic grounds. People 
were stuffing barbecue and soda pop, fid- 
dlers were tuning their instruments for the 
afternoon dance, when Gene and I drove up 
in the Monster. There was a flurry of talk 
as he squired me to the barbecue stand. 
Poor little -Marge Throckmorton, sitting 
dateless with her family, looked as if a 
mountain had dropped on her. 

“Choose partners for the first dance,” 
Lem Walden, the master of ceremonies 
called. Gene hustled me to the wooden 
platform that had been built for dancing. 
The fiddles struck up a merry polka. Once 
again, I felt alive. The rollicking old tune 
swept away my numbness of spirit. As my 
feet rocked and swayed to its measures, I 
felt I was floating on clouds. 

Far down somewhere, I knew that I was 
through with brooding and grieving. This 
is life, I thought—the dancing and the 
feasting, the daily routine of the farm. 
You can’t waste life moping over some- 
thing that turned out to be a will-of-the- 
wisp. 

My whole being pulsed with the joy of 
being alive after that first dance. I even 
felt kindly toward Gene and was starting 
to think of him when, out of the corner of 
my eye, I glimpsed Rob. 

He was standing under a tree, watching 
the merrymaking. My head started swim- 
ming and my knees trembling. I hadn’t 
counted on his being here, since he’d never 
attended any of the community socials 
while working for us. 

“What’s the matter, Marilyn?” Gene 
asked jokingly. “Too much barbecue?” 

“Too much barbecue.” I lied. “Let’s 
just sit down.” 

Gene led me to one of the chairs that 
had been placed around the platform and 
then sat down beside me. Marge Throck- 
morton, sitting nearby, eyed us jealously. 
That gave me a cue. 

“Why don’t you dance with Marge?” I 
suggested to Gene. “Go on; I’ll be all right 
in a minute. You owe that much to her.” 

My strategy worked. After Gene began 
sulkily stepping it off with Marge, I slipped 
from the platform. No matter how much 
it might gall me, I had to speak to Rob 
even if it cost me every ounce of my pride 
to muster a bare hello. 

Rob’s features looked taut and drawn 
when I approached him. For a minute, we 
stood eyeing each other awkwardly. Then 
he broke the uneasy silence. 

“Hello, Marilyn,” he said with forced 
casualness. 

I hadn’t meant to reveal my hurt. But 
the words tumbled out unbidden. 

I answered hotly. “I believe that it’s 
good manners to say good-bye when you 
leave peoples’ homes, Mr. Fowler.” 

“Granted,” Rob answered after a mo- 
ment’s pause. “I blame myself for every- 


thing that happened. You were carried 


4 


away with my tales and they turned your 
head away from what you should have been 
thinking about—marriage to a man who 
can provide you with a home and all that 
goes with a home. There’s a side of my 
life that you don’t know—that you wouldn’t 
want to know. It’s sleeping in cheap room- 
ing houses and going for long stretches 
without work. It’s being cold and friend- 
less in towns where every door is closed to 
you—being fed scraps and leftovers unless 
you’re lucky enough to be hired by some- 
body like your dad.” 

I looked him full in the face. “You can’t 
scare me, Rob,” I said, “because I don’t 
scare easily. Whatever your life is, I want 
to share it. Hardships don’t bluff a woman 
when she loves a man.” 

“Hardships can kill a woman,” Rob an- 
swered shortly. His eyes strayed toward 
the dance platform where Gene was swing- 
ing Marge Throckmorton. He gestured 
toward Gene. 

“There’s the man for you. And you'll do 
well to stop stalling him.” 

He turned on his heel and started walk- 
ing from the grounds. That minute, Gene 
happened to spot both of us. He broke 
away from Marge, leaving her standing 
flabbergasted on the platform, and hurried 
toward me. 

“Come on,” 
saying good-bye to this place.” 

Gene was furiously angry when we tore 
off in the Monster. Conversation between 
us began and ended in fragments. Not 
once did he mention Rob. But when we 
pulled up at my gate he brought the car 
to a quick jarring stop. “I’m sick of hav- 
ing you make a fool of me.” he said. He 
folded his arms around me in an embrace 
that was like iron. “You’re going to marry 
me.” 


“We're 


he said roughly. 


| THE PAST, I’d known how to handle 

Gene when he made passes. But now, 
I was too weary to resist. I’d fought, but 
lost. Dad. my kinsmen. my close friends— 
even Rob—vwere all united in some kind 
of an alliance to push me into the arms of 
a man for whom I could be a wife only in 
name. 

Now nothing was left except surrender. 
“Yes, Gene,” I said weakly. “I'll marry 
you.” But my lips were like ice when his 
sought mine to confirm it. 

The wedding date was set for a week 
away. Dad insisted on a quick ceremony. 
I knew that he feared I'd change my mind 
if I had too much time. The community 
buzzed with the news that I'd finally made 
up my mind to marry Gene Hartwell. 

With all my will I tried to banish Rob 
from my mind. But still at night, I woke 
up in cold sweats, dreaming that his arms 
were around me, that it was he to whom | 
was pledging my love and faith. Then | 
would get up, go into the kitchen, and 
drink endless cups of coffee till dawn ush- 
ered in another frightening day. 

Six days went by on the calendar. One 
more day remained before I was to become 







Mrs. Gene Hartwell. I was perched mog4 
ily on the living room sofa when I looke 
out the window and saw Rob, suitcase ; 
hand, trudging up the walk toward oy) 
door. 

I rushed to the door. 

He put down the suitcase. His fay 
looked strained and tortured. “How a 
you, Marilyn?” he asked. “This time I dij 
remember to say good-bye.” 

“Nice of you to come, Rob,” I repliej 
in words that were even and poised. “By 
where are you bound for.” 

“Maryland,” he replied. “The bean Crop 
will be opening there soon. Stan Wilsoy 
down the road, will drive me into the cow, 
ty seat where I'll catch the four o’clock by 
headed north.” 

I glanced at my wrist watch. It was fix 
minutes after two. Just two hours and fifty. 
five minutes till Rob would be gone for 
ever. Not many more hours after that Gen 
would be claiming me as his bride. By 
wherever Rob went, wherever his feet took 
him, he would still be free. Anyway you 
looked at it, though, I would be a prisoner, 
My jail would be that loveless marriage 
into which I had been driven. 

My mask slipped off. All my coolness 
turned into hot, resentful fury. “You may 
not have a home, Rob,” I cried, “but you 
won't be chained. You can go where you 
please, do what you like, but I. . .” 

His quick reply cut me off. “I know 
what it is to wear chains, Marilyn. I know 
because I had to snap them.” 

A lot of things came clear at that min 
ute. “You mean you’ve been married?” | 
asked. “And you're afraid that any other 
woman would tie you down like the one 
you had the bad luck to get.” 

Rob nodded. “You guessed it. I married 
a girl right after graduation. After every- 
thing smashed up in a divorce, I took to 
the road, swearing that I’d never step into 
the trap called love again—no matter how 
a woman baited it.” 

I reached out and touched his shoulder. 
“You weren’t fair, Rob.” I said. “Not fair 
to me or yourself, Maybe you did pick a 
girl who wasn’t a match for you. But I'm 
not her any more than you’re Gene Hart: 
WE sa. 5° 

Decency checked me. Even if I didn't 
love Gene, it didn’t seem right to be throw: 
ing off on the man I was pledged to marry. 

“You're right,” Rob said huskily. “I 
wasn’t fair—but it’s too late now . . .” His 
voice trailed off then found itself again. 
“Well, goodbye, Marilyn, and much happi- 
ness.” He clasped my hands in farewell, 
and my fingers held desperately to his. | 
gave him my cheek to kiss, but his lips 
brushed by that token in quest of my lips 
stubbornly refusing to let him go. 

I knew then, with all my heart, that he 
loved me. Knew it as I realized that it 
was never meant for us to love. 

We stood clinging helplessly to each 
other. Rob’s fingers were caressing my 
hair. My hands drew his face nearer to 
mine that | might always remember its im 
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age. Only the insistent ticking of my 
watch, tolling off our last minutes to- 
gether, sounded above the frenzied beating 
of my heart. My time with Rob would be 
reckoned by minutes; my time with Gene 
with years. Yet it would be the minutes 
that would make me able to endure the 
years. 

Suddenly the long blast of a car horn 
rent the air, followed by the loud wheeze 
of an engine. We whirled around to see 
Gene parked outside the gate. 

His fists were pounding in rage on the 
steering wheel. He was trying to say some- 
thing but only hoarse, choking gasps came 
from his throat. Rob walked toward the 
gate, and paused to fumble with the latch. 

“Keep your shirt on Hartwell,” he called. 
“There’s nothing for you to get excited 
about. I’m leaving the settlement today.” 

Gene shot him a look of hate and stepped 
on the starter. The Monster roared off in 
high gear to turn the first bend of the road 
on three wheels and the next on two. The 
cut-out was screaming in anguish and the 
engine was popping like a battery of ma- 
chine guns. I could still hear the noisy din 
after the old gas wagon had swept out of 
sight. 

Rob opened the gate. Without speaking 
aword to me, he headed toward the farm 
of Stan Wilson who’d drive him to the bus 
station. Silently I crept back into the house 
where I’d be alone till Dad and Mother 
returned from some chores. Pulling down 
the shades of my room, I flung myself face 
down on my bed. 

An hour passed with me lying there in 
a dazed stupor. Then the prickling little 
ring of the telephone in the hall roused me 
into consciousness. 

“Hello, Marilyn,” I heard the voice of 
the girl who operated the community 
switchboard. “Gene Hartwell has been se- 
tiously injured. It happened about half an 
hour ago when his car turned over. They’ve 
carried him to the hospital at the county 
seat. Thought you'd like to know.” 

I quickly hung up the receiver and 
boarded our jalopy. Duty demanded that 
Igo to Gene since I was his fiancee. Duty 
and the sure knowledge that the accident 
had been caused by his anger at seeing me 
in Rob’s arms. 

It was twenty past three by the watch 
when I tore off toward the county seat. I 
made the eight miles in a little more than 
ten minutes. Another ten was spent at the 
hospital receiving desk before a nurse 
finally came to conduct me to Gene’s room. 
“He’s pretty badly banged up,” the nurse 
told me, “and will be a long time in bed. 
But the doctor says he will pull through.” 

A crowd of Gene’s relatives and neigh- 
bors were already gathered outside the 
tom. But as I started to go in, a girl 
stepped forward and barred my way. I rec- 
ognized Marge Throckmorton. 

“You can’t go in,” she announced with 
firmness. I’d never seen her show any 
feeling before. “It was me he called for 
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when he was hurt. It’ll be me sitting there 
by his bed when he wakes up.” 

Gene had finally come to his senses even 
if it had taken a car smash’to make him 
realize who was best for him. In his time 
of need, he’d begged not for the woman he 
was trying to make captive but for the one 
who loved him. 

I grabbed Marge in my arms and gave 
her a tight hug. “Bless you, honey,” I said. 
“Bless both of you.” 

I ran out of the room and jumped again 
into the jaloppy. The watch said eight 
minutes to four. Even if I had to pay a fine 
for speeding, I meant to head off Rob be- 
fore that bus rolled out. 

The bus was just chugging up to go 
when I parked at the station and jumped 
out. Rob had just mounted the first step 
as I grabbed his arm. 

He looked at me in astonishment. “Mari- 
lyn—what does this mean? I thought every- 
thing had been said between us . . .” 

That minute, the bus started. Rob lost 
his footing and was standing beside me 
when it sped north. 

I put my arms around him. “Don’t ask 
me for meanings now, darling,” I said. 
“But Gene has changed his mind. It’s 
Marge Throckmorton. and not your girl 
who’s booked to be Mrs. Hartwell.” 

He stared at me unbelievingly. “Then 


it’s—it’s not too late?” was all he could 
find words to say. 

Boldly and without shame. I kissed him 
in front of fifty people gathered in that 
station. “It’s never too late. dear.” I an- 
swered. “Never too late when you're ready 
to begin.” 

Many times, these four years since. I’ve 
thought what a lucky woman I've been. 
How fortunate, for example, that the court- 
house where you could get a marriage li- 
cense was just across the street from the 
bus station, and that a preacher lived just 
a block further on. Nor can I ever be 
grateful enough to Dad for his glad accept- 
ance of Rob as a son-in-law after he’d got- 
ten over the first shock of my marrying a 
wanderer. 

Rob is still a wanderer, but he makes a 
good living from being one. Soon after our 
marriage, he passed an examination for a 
government agricultural job which takes 
him all over the country. A good farmer 
himself, he’s helping other farmers to live 
and earn better. 

Often I go with him, bundling Rob Jun- 
ior into our car as a third passenger. We’ve 
seen the far places and done the prodigal 
things. But we’ve seen and done them to- 
gether. You can do a lot of roaming when 
all roads lead to love. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 

(Continued from Page 16) 
if you have .been married only six months 
and now have a baby, I guess it is logical 
to conclude that you married this boy only 
because you had to—or perhaps, because 
you felt at the moment that you loved him. 
Marrying him wasn’t your first mistake. 
The first and biggest mistake was allowing 
yourself to get in a position where this was 
necessary. But, overlooking that fact for 
now, I can only say that many hasty war 
marriages end in ruin simply because 
people did not give enough forethought to 
this big step. It is sad, but often divorce 
is the only way out. I believe, though, that 
decency to the man who married you 
should make you wait a while—maybe 
until he is home again—before you make 
any definite decision. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a 26-year-old 
and have been married for eight years, but 
my husband and I have been separated for 
seven years. I have fallen in love with an- 
other man, but he is bashful and conceited. 
I know he cares for me, but when we go 
out, he expects me to pay all the bills. He 
is a gambler and I work. What should I 
do? I’m very lonesome. 

£75: Mi. 

Dear L. S. M.: You must be very lone- 
some! And bashful though this man may 
be, he isn’t ashamed to have you use your 
money to entertain him. Are you willing to 
do this for the rest of your life? I’m sure 
you are not anxious to be a soft touch, my 
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dear, but you are really playing that role 
now. What should you do? Id say, stop, 
right now. If you must fall in love, find 
yourself a real man. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am unable to work outside my home, 
and yet I must do something to help my 
husband on my medical bills. I read in one 
of your columns that there is work which 
women can do at home for some companies 
and make money. I can do just about 
anything with my hands, including typing. 
I would greatly appreciate any help you 
can give me. 

Mrs. G. W. 

Dear Mrs. G. W.: Right now there are 
a number of companies in your section of 
the country who advertise regularly for 
typists who want to work at home. If you 
cannot find any of these notices in the want 
ad sections of your newspapers, why not 
run an ad of your own, asking that in- 
terested persons contact you? You might 
also advertise in college newspapers for 
typing jobs, handling term papers, themes 
and theses at reasonable rates. The typing 
of theses is a highly detailed task, so it 
would be wise to read a book or two on the 
subject before beginning your work. 

Many women who must work, but cannot 
leave home, have earned money by sewing, 
selling clothing on commission from a shop 
in the house, wrapping gifts, or by creat- 
ing artistic designs from leather, fabrics 
and straw which they sell both by direct 
sales and through mail order. 


Hotel 
Desk 
Clerk ‘& 


(Continued from Page 31) 


guys like Johnny laughed at me, then I 
them. Maybe I was just a smalltown by 
who'd come to the city to make good, but] 
was determined to make something of my. 
self. 

I hated the hotel and the neighborhood 
If anyone had asked me what street it was 
on, I'd have said, “Neon Light Street,” be 
cause that’s all I saw when I walked toward 
the Sudanese. The hotel itself had a tal 
red neon sign that winked on and off even 
other second, and all the way up and down 
the street the blue, green and red lights 
pointed out bars, grills, pool halls and 
greasy-spoon lunch counters. 

My education at the Sudanese began the 
first night | was on. Johnny was staying a 
little longer to show me the ropes, and be. 
fore long a couple approached the desk. 
The woman looked old to me, and not a bit 
attractive. She wore too much makeup and 
her clothes had been designed for a much 
younger woman. 

“Here comes Flora,” Johnny whispered 
to me. “She’s one of our regular cus 
tomers.” 

But when she arrived at the desk, he 
looked at her as if he had never seen her 
before. “Yes, Ma’am,” he inquired politely, 
“May I help you?” 

The man beside her was shorter than 
Flora, and he looked sort of scared, glane- 
ing furtively toward the door. But she 
clung to his arm and wouldn’t let go. “We 
wanna room,” Flora said seriously, but | 
caught the wink she gave Johnny. 

He brought her a key from the board. 
“Here you are—612.” 

“Hey,” I reminded Johnny, “you forgot 
to register them.” 

He laughed and patted me on the shoul- 
der. “Take it easy. old man. They'll be 
gone by the time it would take the ink to 
dry on the register. You just watch how! 
do it.” 

I felt sick inside. My tutor spoke so 
casually. It didn’t seem to occur to him 
that such things weren’t decent. I noticed 
he was staring at me with a puzzled look. 
“Been in New York long, Steve?” 

I shook my head. “Just a couple of 
weeks.” 

“Where you from?” 

“Martinsville—small mill town in Penn- 
sylvania,” I explained. 

He clapped me on the back. “Well, | 
guess you just haven’t lived yet. But I'l 
tell you one thing—you'll get more of an 
education here than you will at that 
college!” 

“I don’t want that kind of education,” | 
said stiffly. 
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“You've 
guy, but I guess 


got some 


Johnny shrugged. 
ny ideas for a young 

’, none of my business. ‘- 
He took his hat and coat from the rack 
behind the desk and left. In a way I was 
sorry to see him go, but I was sick and 
4 of his telling me I'd “learn.” 


GUESS I had been brought up pretty 
strict back home. I know that my 
mother would have died had she known 
what kind of a place I was working in. 
We'd been brought up to believe that sin 
yas sin, and right was right. There was no 
middle road. Maybe that was why I 
couldn’t understand Johnny. If he went 
along with the whole rotten setup, that 
could only mean that he was bad himself. 
Even after I worked at the hotel for a 
month, I never got to be like Johnny. Of 
course, I was no longer shocked at what 
[saw going on, but I still couldn’t laugh 
and joke about it. 

It was the same thing every night. Some 
of the women had regular rooms at the 
Monte Carlo, while others just came in 
occasionally. I despised them all—the men 
who flashed rolls of bills that would have 
paid my expenses for a month; the women 
with their high pitched artificial laughter. 
Allthe paint and powder in the world was 
not enough to hide the hardness of their 
fast-aging faces. 

No one made a secret of what was going 


o. I marveled that no one seemed 
ashamed, either. Sometimes the girls who 
came into the place were young. I hated 


them more than the others because I could 
see that in a few years, they too, would get 


to look like Flora—blowzy, worn, and 
cheap. 
Marla was one of the young ones. Her 


companions always looked as if they had 
plenty of money to spend. You could tell 
that their suits were custom made. Every- 
thing about them spelled money. Fast, 
easy money. The kind I always associated 
with evil. 

It was raining one night and I was glad 
because it usually meant a quiet evening. I 
could get some of my school work done. 
Around midnight, Flora lurched into the 
lobby. She was drunk. The flower in her 
hair was wilted and her bright print dress 
cling to her from the rain. Her big feet 
looked ridiculous in the small high-heeled 
sandals she had forced them into. She 
laned across the desk. In spite of her 
bright smile I noticed that the lines around 
her eyes made her seem old and tired. 

“Hey, Baby!” she greeted me. 

“Yes?” My voice was cold and imper- 
sonal, 

She grew confidential. “How about stak- 
ing me to a room tonight, Honey?” Her 
hand clutched my arm and her face with 
its mask-like smile was thrust close to 
mine. “I’m kinda short, and—” 

“No!” I backed away from her. “No.” 

The false smile faded. Her eyes grew 
bitter and cold. “I need a room,” she said 





dully. “It’s raining something awful out 
there. I’ve got to have a room. You can 
fix it up for me. I'll be nice to you.” She 
leered meaningfully at me. 

“Get out!” I ordered, my voice full of 


disgust. “Beat it before I call a cop!” 
She stared at me with the look of a 


beaten animal. “But I need a room,” she 
repeated dully. 

“T don’t care,” I snapped. “Get out!” 

Flora turned then, and teetering slightly 
on her high heels, she walked through the 
revolving doors into the rain. I felt shaken 
after she left. She had seemed too pitiful 
and I had sent her out into the rain. It 
was heartless of me, I know, but right then 
I was angry with myself for even caring 
about what happened to her. She was just 
no good, I kept telling myself. There was 
no sense in wasting pity on the likes of her. 

One night soon after this I stood behind 
the desk, looking longingly toward the 
door, wishing that seven o’clock would soon 
come. The doors turned once. One of the 
girls with a well-heeled companion. The 
doors spun again. This time I straightened 
up with amazement. A girl had walked in 
by herself. And she was so different from 
the regulars, even the women turned to 
examine her with interest. She wasn’t one 
of the usual crowd. She was young. The 
only makeup she wore was pale pink lip- 
stick. A plain white beret topped her long 
black hair. She reminded me of my kid 
sister back home, or any of the girls in 
Martinsville. 

“Hey, dig that queen,” 
lows nearby said to his friend. 
me!” 

“Play it cool, 
“That’s jail bait.” 

The first man laughed softly. 
my chances.” 

I looked at the 
young, innocent, and sort of lost. 
ach turned into a hard knot as I watched 


one of the fel- 
“That’s for 


man,” was the answer. 


“Tl take 


She looked 
My stom- 


girl again. 


the two men stroll casually towards her. 
Huriedly, I pushed up the desk board and 
walked across the lobby. Maybe it wasn’t 
exactly my business, but I wasn’t going to 
let those two wolves bother a kid who ob- 
viously didn’t know her way around. I got 
to the girl before they did. Ignoring their 
glares, I blocked their approach. 

“Can I help you, Miss?” I asked. 
the night desk clerk here.” 

She looked up at me. I noticed that her 
lashes were long and silky, and her eyes 
were big and brown. “Why, yes,” she said 
hesitantly, “I just got into town. I thought 
perhaps I’d get a room here.” 

I picked up her bag and led the way 
back to the desk. Out of the corner of my 
eye, I watched her, not sure what I should 
do. I wanted to tell her to leave, to get out 
of there as fast as she could. I was posi- 
tive it wasn’t the place for her. 

“This isn’t exactly a high class hotel, you 
know,” I began uneasily. “It just might 
not be just what you had in mind.” 

“That’s all right,” she said quickly. “I’m 
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FULL or SPARE TIME! 
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z Ae MONTHS 


MEN and WOMEN! Start 
a Wil-knit NYLON Club. 
Friends and neighbors give 
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NYLONS—THEN, as 
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OUTFIT, sent you FREE, contain- 
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fabrics, sensational values in made-to-meastre suits 
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overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow- 
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way to make money you ever saw. 


PERSONAL SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to fe ay ur own personal 
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FREE OUTFIT —today ! 
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UGLY ITCHING of SKIN 


eo 
Q-u-i-c-k 

Scratching of itching eczema, pimples, 
rashes, ringworms can disfigure skin 
and cause infection. For the reliet of 
such itching there is. nothing finer or 
faster than Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment. Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
contains 11 ingredients, and for 5 gen- 
erations has contained the wonder drug 
chlorophyll and amazing, soothing, 
lanolin of which you hear so much to- 
day. .Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Oint- 
ment has been proved for over 100 years 
by millions of users, and proved again 
a the recent clinical tests of a noted 
physician. Only 25c at drug and toiletry 
counters. 75c economy size contains 4 
times as much. Guaranteed satisfaction 
or money back. And to complete com- 
eae beauty use Palmer's SKIN 
UCCESS Soap 25c. Fffectively medi- 
cated, and also removes skin bacteria, 
chief cause of repens odor. 
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seat. Order NOW. Enclose payment and save shipping 
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sure it'll do. You see, I don’t have much 
money.” 

“But—” 

“Oh, I hope you have a room,” 
pleaded. I noticed she was close to tears. 
“I—I feel as if I’ve been walking around 
for days—and I’m so tired.” 

I glanced around desperately, uncertain 
I could see that all the 
men in the lobby were staring as if any 
moment they’d pounce on her. I figured 
that for her to be wandering around at 
that hour of the night would be just as 
dangerous as staying at the hotel. 

“Yes,” I said finally, “we have a room.” 
I pulled out the registry book around. 
“Register here, please.” 

I handed her the pen, and she wrote 
carefully, “Leona Smithers, Charles Town, 
West Virginia.” 

I rang for the bellboy, but had to bang 
on the bell several times before he finally 
showed up, rubbing the sleep from his 
eyes. “Take Miss Smithers up to 720, Joe,” 
I told him. 

My smile vanished as they walked away. 
I was unhappy about the whole thing, not 
quite sure I had done what was right. But 
the next night I looked forward to going 
on duty more than I ever had. I’d thought 
about Leona all day during school, and I 
hoped I'd be able to catch a glimpse of her 
that night. She was so different from the 
other people I'd met in New York. She 
wasn’t cheap like the women who fre- 
quented the hotel, and she didn’t have that 
flip sophistication of the girls at school. 

When I got to work, I saw that Leona 
was not up in her room. Her key was hang- 
ing on the board. It was one o’clock, and 
I was growing worried about her. Close to 
two when she walked into the lobby and 
over to the desk. I knew it was none of my 
business, but I couldn’t help asking, as I 
handed her the key, “Pretty late for you 
to be out alone, isn’t it?” 

She wasn’t angry at my prying. “It is 
late,” she agreed seriously, “but this is the 
first time I’ve been in New York, and I’ve 
been walking downtown in Times Square. 
I never even realized how late it was.” 

I told her I understood what fascination 
the big city could have for an out-of- 
towner, then added after a pause, “I go to 
school most of the day, but Thursday is my 
night off. Maybe, if you’re not busy, I 
could show you around town?” I felt like 
an awkward fool when I finished. I was 
surprised when she smiled up at me. 

“That would be wonderful!” she said en- 
thusiastically. I’m 
looking for a job during most of the day, 
but tomorrow evening will be fine, Mr.— 
Mr.——” 

“Just 
Price.” 


she 


what to say or do. 


“T guess going to be 


Steve,” I said eagerly. “Steve 


THE NEXT evening I took Leona to a 

movie and showed her Times Square, 
Radio City, and a few other places of in- 
terest. We were like a couple of tourists. 
Her rapt enjoyment was payment enough 





for the sizeable chunk of my expen 
money I spent on her. I hated escorting he 


back to the hotel because I knew the king 
of looks those wiseacres in the lobby woulj 
I took her only as far as the eh. 
vator door. I didn’t intend to give thoy 
guys a chance to talk about Leona. Johny 


give us. 


was on the desk that night, and he winkej 
as I walked by. 

“She’s a cute kid, Steve,” he remarke 
when I returned. “How're you makin 
out?” 

“Listen, Johnny—” I turned and pullej 
him toward me across the- desk by hj 
jacket collar. “She’s not that kind of girl 
So lay off the cracks, and don’t go getting 
any ideas!” 

Johnny pulled away from me, his fag 
set in a sullen frown. “Okay, okay! | 
didn’t mean anything by it. Anyway,” 
taunted me, “they’re all alike. The soone 
you learn that the better off you'll be.” 

I didn’t bother answering him that time 
I just turned and walked to the elevate 
with Leona. The next evening when I say 
her, I tried to tell her that she ought to 
move out of the hotel, but she looked a 
me in such a frightened bewildered way 
I was almost sorry I’d said anything. 

“But where should I go. Steve?” she 
asked. “It’s cheap here, and fairly clean, 
Also,” she hesitated, and as she bent her 
head I could see her dark lashes make hali 
moons on her cheeks, “I don’t know any. 
one else. I'd be kind of—lonely.” 

When she said that I wished more than 
ever that we were somewhere else—alone 
—instead of at the Sudanese bar, with peo- 
ple staring at us. “Sure,” I barely whis 
pered, “I know. I'd feel the same way, too. 
It’s been awfully lonely for me—until I met 
you.” 

She looked up then. Her eyes were 
bright and her lips looked warm and invit- 
ing. “You’d—you'd better go on up to your 
room, Leona,” I managed to choke out. | 
got up and went back to the desk, where 
Joe had been relieving me. 

I could hardly wait to get through with 
work that night. I wanted to walk, and 
think before I went to sleep. Life was sud- 
denly filled with new meaning for me. New 
York had always seemed such a big, cold 
place. Now, knowing Leona had changed 
it into a warm, wonderful place. 

We spent all our free time together. That 
gave me something to live for. Leona would 
come down every night when I worked, and 
I'd take time out to have a cup of coffee 
with her. It was sheer torture having s0 
little chance to be alone with her. I re 
spected her too much to go up to her room, 
or to ask her to come to the nearby room 
ing house where I lived. Yet, the quick 
kisses and hurried embraces we snatched 
on park benches and in the movies soot 
were not enough, I wanted her more that 
I'd ever wanted anything in my whole 
life. 

One night I let her go suddenly—I could 
still feel her lips soft and yielding against 


mine. I was breathing hard, and I felt 
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shaken throughout. We gazed at each other 
without speaking for a moment, and then 
the words tumbled from me in a torrent. I 
wanted to marry Leona, but I knew that it 
would be impossible until I finished school. 
That would mean we would have to wait. 

Leona cradled my head gently against 
her shoulder. “It’s all right, Steve, it’s all 
right,” she whispered softly. “I understand, 
darling. We'll wait until you finish 
school.” 

“I suppose you'll have to go back home,” 

[said, all at once filled with a new despair. 
“You still haven’t found a job, and that 
means we'll be apart for months—even 
years.” 
Leona shook her head determinedly. “I'll 
never leave you, Steve.” She turned toward 
me, her hands against my chest. “Oh, don’t 
you see? You're the only thing that mat- 
ters to me! I lived with an aunt and uncle 
ever since I was a baby, and they never 
really wanted me. I can’t go back to them 
—especially now that I’ve found you.” 

J held her tenderly in the curve of my 
arms and brushed my lips against her hair. 
“Don’t worry, sweet,” I soothed. “We'll 
think of something. We'll get a break— 
someday.” 

She pulled away from me, and her face 


looked strangely troubled. “I—I had sort 
of an offer the other day,” she told me. 


“Maybe I should go back and talk to them 
about it.” 

“A job? What kind?” 

I had to repeat my question before she 
fnally heard me, and even then she seemed 
evasive. “Oh—it was just a job. With a 
lawyer or something—just a job.” 

I guess I must have been too over- 
whelmed with the realization that Leona 
wouldn’t have to leave me after all. Any- 
way, I didn’t ask any more questions, and 
ina few days, she told me she had gotten 
the job. I must have been living in a cloud 
for the next few weeks, because I didn’t 
know that anyone but Leona and myself 
I didn’t even realize that Johnny 
-laughing be- 


existed. 
Bricker was laughing at me- 
cause he had warned me that all women 
were the same, only I was too dumb to 
listen. 

One Thursday night, after 
made one of her rare excuses for not keep- 
decided to take in a 
Things 


Leona had 


ing our usual date, I 
show, then drop by the hotel. 
seemed quiet enough when I walked in. I 
stopped by the desk to say hello to Johnny. 
He looked up in surprise at my greeting. 

“Well, if it isn’t Lover Boy!” he 
taunted. “How’re you making out?” 

I was furious. “I told you not to make 
any cracks about Leona!” I grated. 

He backed away cautiously, but there 
was a sneer in his voice. “Sure, you did, 


but why shouldn’t I ask? Everybody else 


is doing all right with her—even if you’re 
not.” 

“What do you mean?” My hands were 
clenched at my side and I glared at him. 
But even fear didn’t shut him up this time. 


the story—whether you like 


“Yeah, that’s 
it or not.” 

“Keep talking!” 

“Well, everybody knows that she He 
stopped and a sickly grin crossed his face. 
“Why don’t you go on up to her room and 
he challenged. Johnny 
“I’m only tell- 
Steve—hon- 





see for yourself?” 
was speaking rapidly now. 
ing you for your own good, 
estly!” 

I rushed past him, into the service ele- 
vator. At the seventh floor, I got out, but 
my footsteps slowed as I neared Room 720. 
What would I find? Was I a fool for listen- 
ing to Johnny’s vile insinuations? 

I knocked on the door and almost as if 
she had been expecting it, Leona opened 
it smilingly. But from the look on her 
face and the horrified gasp, when she saw 
me, I knew I was the last person in the 
world she expected. She backed away from 
me, one hand covering her mouth. A black 
nightgown clung to her shapely body, and 
on the night stand was a bottle of whiskey 
and two glasses. I didn’t get a good look 
at the startled face of the man stretched 
out comfortably in an armchair, I'd seen 
too much already. 

Leona the pure—Leona, the girl I re- 
spected too much to visit in her room— 
Leona, who different from the 
women I saw every day at the hotel. She 
because she 


was so 


was worse than any of them, 
had pretended to be something else. 

I turned on my heel and strode to the 
Leona ran after me. “Steve—wait, 
she cried, clutch- 


door. 
darling! I can explain,” 
ing my arm. 

“Explain what. That you’re just another 
cheap woman?” I snarled shoving her away 
from me so roughly that she fell against 
the open door and slumped to the floor. I 
flung out a vicious epithet and left her 
crumpled there, her face hidden in her 
hands. 


} GU ESS if Johnny had said, “I told you 

so,” I'd have slugged him. But he didn’t 
say a word when I got back downstairs, 
just handed me the pint bottle he kept be- 
hind the desk “for emergencies.” I took a 
long pull, then another before setting the 
bottle down. The raw liquor didn’t even 
make me blink, its burning seemed to add 
fuel to the hatred that flamed deep inside 
me. Finally, I got control of myself. 
“Johnny,” I said, “I’ve been a first class 
chump—and I guess I was the last to know 
it!” 

“Tough luck, kid,” he sympathized. 

“But I found out, just like you said I 
would,” I continued dully. “And you know 
something? From now on, I’m going to be 
as hep as they come! I’m going to look out 
for Number One—that’s what everybody 
else is doing. If anybody gets in my way, 
shame on ’em!” 

I really blew my top that nigli. But it 
was not just talk. I meant every word I 
said. What was the point in trying to be 
on the level when the whole world was out 
to play you for a sucker? I asked myself. 
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Made-to-Measure 
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Send No Money 


My values in made-to-meas- 
ure suits are so sensational, 
thousands of men order when 
they see the actual garments. 
I make it easy for you to get 
your own suit to wear and 
show—MAKE MONEY IN 
FULL or SPARE TIME IN 
THIS EASY WAY! 


My Planis Amazing 
Just take a few orders at my low 
money-saving prices—that’s 
all—and get your own personal 
suit to wear and show—make 
money fast taking orders. No 
experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 
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Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolens in all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 
& PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 
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I am so grateful I want to tell the whole wide world 
how I found a new way to relieve my Asthma at- 
tacks. Don’t live in terror another day! Please 
write to me. No cost—no obligation. CLARA 
BAILEY, Apt. 37, 8 West 45th St., N. Y. 17, N. Y. 


It’s Wonderful the Way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
Acts Chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
“MOT 
GOOD FOOD 


@ Here’s the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT’s action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their “flushing” action too soon . 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes mostly waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self — 
full of life! Get FeEEN-A-MrInT! No increase 
in price — still 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 
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For lovely, more lustrous hair use Royal Crown Hair Dressing. 
Royal Crown gives more Luster Action because it is made of 
the finest ingredients including genuine, imported Olive Oil. 
It helps keep your hair soft, glossy and easy to style. 


Co. , MEMPHIS, TENN. 
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# LEARN AT HOME-SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at consid- 
Mm erable saving. Gainexperience designing for oth- 
ers. [t may lead tothrillingcareer—evena shopof 
your own some day. Basic “learn-by-doing” course 
under guidance of qualified teachers provides ex- 
ie ce Harting point for a career. Send for free 
“Adventures In Dress Design.” 
'NATIO oe "scnoon OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 323B, Chicago 14, III. _ 
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bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mold your figure. 

Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 

LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 

1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
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los TRAN CO. MONEY BACK GUARAN TEE. Write now! 
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A DOCTOR’S 
PRESCRIPTION 
FOR THE SCALP 





Tne hair roots are in the scalp. Whe condition of your 
hair does often depend heavily on the natural health of 
your scalp. Years ago, Dr. Carnot invented a medicated 
tar formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed with 
Sulphur, Resorcin and Balsam of Peru. Carbonoel is 
such a strong, powerful antiseptic and does such fine work 
in helping an itchy, bumpy and externally irritated scalp, 
that many doctors regard it highly and prescribe it for 








many scalp troubles. If your scalp needs a double 
strength tar formula, write for this Doctor’s genuine 
scalp formula now. It will be sent to you all mixed and 
ready to use. Use it for 7 anys, and if you are not satis- 
fied, your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. This 
includes everything. Don’t pay a penny more. Ycu get it 

full directions. Use the finest medicated tar scalp 
eae your money can buy. our hair and scalp 
deserve fine care. Write now. Send no money. Just your 
name and address to— 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC., Dept. Y-6 
337 Kings Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 






I could be just as slick as the next pers 
and I set out to prove it. I determined 
use every trick in the book to get ahea 
even invent a few new ones. As for wome, 
there’d be no more of this gentlemanly 
self-sacrificing business from me. Leon 
had taught me my lesson, but good! Ay 
woman who crossed my path from now 
I vowed, would pay for Leona’s betrayyl 
of the love I had held so sacred. 

My first step was to quit my job at th 
Sudanese. The place held too many bj. 
ter memories. Besides, I'd decided to pick 
a bigger and better field for my operations 
A new hotel had just opened up, and ae. 
cording to newspaper reports, the map 
agement planned to make it a fabulous 
place. What they needed, I decided, was 
a bright young man with training as a 
accountant. A person with personality and 
appearance to fit in with their ideas for, 
swanky hotel—in other words, me! 

Actually, when I landed a job as as 
sistant cashier at the Bellmorian Arms, | 
was surprised. But then, I did have the 
qualifications, and I presented my best ap 
pearance for the inspection of Mr. Gill, 
the manager. The Bellmorian Arms was a 
newly-acquired building, with modern fix. 
tures and a glass-and-chrome lobby that 
made the Sudanese seem like a dive in 
comparison. The staff of bellboys was alert 
and handsomely uniformed. The whole 
place spelled “class.” 

“And we intend to keep it that way, 
Price,” Mr. Gill told me, as we sat in his 
well-appointed office. “I’m hiring you be 
cause you impress me as the type of young 
man with the intelligence and the integrity 
to maintain the good name of Bellmorian 
Arms.” 

“Thank you, sir, 
do my best.” 

I did do my best—only it was all for me, 
for Steve Price, the guy who was going to 
take advantage of others before they had 
the chance to take advantage of him. Yes, 
I did very well on my new job; financially, 
I mean. One way to pick up extra money 
was to accept “gifts” for obtaining rooms 
for people. When the hotel opened its 
doors, there was quite a rush for a chance 
to stay there. I managed to hold out a few 
rooms for my own personal use. When 

someone who looked as if he could afford it 
applied, I had instructed the desk clerk to 
refer him to me. Then I’d “happen” to find 
just the kind of room the guest wanted, and 
of course, being grateful, he would insist 
that I take five or ten dollars “for my trou 
ble.” It worked like a charm. Of course, 
the management knew nothing of it. 

Eventually, I put in my private stock of 
liquor, and when guests wanted whiskey 
after hours, I’d supply their wants—again 
for a fee. I’d give the bellboys something 
to keep them happy, and they helped to 
bring new business. There were countless 
other “favors” and special services which | 
supplied for guests who were well-heeled. 

Before long, I bought myself a new car 
and was entertaining regularly in the suite 
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[d talked Mr. Gill into giving me. We 
had some terrific parties up there, and I'd 
take up with one woman after another, 
each of them lovely and willing to share 
my prosperity. 

Rumors began circulating about some of 
the “under the counter practices going on 
at the Bellmorian Arms, but I shrugged 
them off as the gripes of soreheads who 
hadn’t been able to afford my services. I 
recall having a run-in with a bunch of 
newspaper men who had been having week- 
end poker games at the hotel. The mo- 
ment I got wind of the size of the stakes 
they were playing for, I demanded my 
share. For a few weeks they let me cut the 
game, then balked. The week after our 
showdown, their room was rented out to 
some businessmen who didn’t argue about 
my cut. That made the newspaper guys 
angry and, from then on, the hotel started 
getting bad publicity. 
~ But I wasn’t worried. Business was good 
for the Bellmorian Arms, and even better 
forme. Things might have gone on smooth- 
ly for a long time, if Leona hadn’t come 
back into my life. I hadn’t seen or heard 
from her since that awful night at the Su- 
danese. When she strolled into the lobby, 
dressed like a million dollars, I stood gap- 
ing at her like a fool. But the sight of her 
stirred up all the old feeling, set my heart 
pounding wildly. 

She walked up to the desk, casually 
shifting the expensive fur piece she wore. 
Irushed out to meet her. “Well! This is 
asmall world,” I exclaimed. 

“Hello, Steve.” Leona said. I thought I 
detected a warm, pleased note in her voice. 
“| knew we'd meet again someday.” 

It turned out she wanted a room at the 
hotel and I ordered the desk clerk to give 
her the best one available. She smiled up 
atme as I lit a cigarette for her. “Remem- 
ber the first hotel room you got me?” she 
asked. 

I nodded, preferring not to think of those 
days when I was a simple-minded fool in 
love with a girl who wasn’t worth it. Yes, 
Leona had walked back into my life, but 
this time things would be different. Now I 
was a smooth operator, who knew how to 
charm women and at the first opportunity 
I planned to have Leona visit my bachelor 
rooms. 


QHE ACCEPTED my invitation to din- 
\ ner, and that evening she met me in the 
hotel’s dining room. “Well, did you get 
settled all right?” I asked. 

“Yes, thank you,” Leona answered. mov- 
ing to the table I’d reserved. I kept star- 
ing at her, trying to figure in what way 
she was different than before. Her clothes 
were the best, but she looked stunning 
even in the outfit she’d worn when she ar- 
tived in New York, I recalled. I decided it 
was her new self-confident and poised atti- 
tude that made her different from the wide- 
eyed girl who had stolen my heart. 

“How long will you be with us?” I 
asked, as we sipped cocktails. 





“T don’t know,” she answered. “That all 
depends.” 

“On what?” 

She was silent for a long moment, then 
she said: “Steve—I’d like to tell you some- 
thing. I really shouldn’t, but—” 

I reached out and took her hand. “Then, 
don’t,” I said. “It’s enough that you’re 
here! We’re going to have some wonderful 
times together,” I promised. 

But things didn’t go exactly as I had 
hoped. Leona had learned the art of keep- 
ing a man off balance, and I couldn’t seem 
to make any headway with her. In addi- 
tion, I soon discovered that I couldn’t be 
hard and cynical with her, the way I was 
with other women. My knees got too wob- 
bly when she smiled into my eyes, and the 
blood pounded in my temples too violently 
whenever I happened to touch her. 

One night I got her to come up to my 
room. Proudly, I showed her my posses- 
sions—my tailored suits, expensive liquor, 
all the things I’d acquired since coming to 
work at the Bellmorian Arms. 

“You've been doing all right for yourself, 
Steve,” she observed thoughtfully. “What’s 
the secret of your success?” 

“Tt’s a secret!” I laughed, slipping my 
arms around her. “But let’s not waste time 
talking. That’s not why I invited you up.” 

Expertly, she twisted and slipped away 
from me. “Really?” She walked to my 
combination and switched on the radio. 
**And—what did you have in mind?” 

“Can’t you guess? You've been here al- 
most a month now, and I haven’t seen you 
alone once in all that time.” I went to her 
and took her by the arms. “I’m still crazy 
about you—TI guess you know that.” 

She nodded solemnly. “That’s what 
makes it so hard, Steve.” She sat down in 
a chair at my expensive desk. 

Looking straight ahead, she said with 
lips that trembled. 

“You know, Steve, once you did some- 
thing to me that broke my heart. Maybe 
some time real soon, I'll have to get even. 
Maybe I'll have to break yours.” 

Then, abruptly, she got up and left. 

The next day, I discovered why Leona 
had acted so strangely. I got a phone call 
from Mr. Gill, who asked me to come 
down to his office immediately. Frowning, 
I dressed hurriedly. I couldn’t imagine 
what he wanted with me. I wasn’t sched- 
uled to start work for another hour. Mr. 
Gill's face was grave when I entered his 
office. “You want to see me, sir?” I asked. 

He gnawed his graying mustache for a 
moment, then said, “Steve, something has 
come up. I’m hoping you'll be able to help 
me get to the bottom of it.” 

I smiled easily and took a cigarette from 
the box on his desk. “I'll do my best!” 

He turned his sharp eyes on me. “For a 
long time now, there have been rumors cir- 
culating about the operation of the hotel, 
Steve. At first, I put it down to malicious 
gossip by jealous competitors or disgrun- 
tled patrons.” 

I spread my hands. “You know how peo- 
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ple talk. Especially if they see a chance to 
tear down something successful.” 

“Yes, I know that,” he agreed. “But 
when they persisted, I decided to get down 
to the source of the stories.” He paused. 
“Steve, I’m asking for your resignation!” 

I jumped to my feet. “But you can’t 
mean that!” I shouted. “Has someone been 
lying about me? Who is it? Tell me who 
it is!” 

Mr. Gill shook his head sadly. “Facts, 
Steve, not lies. I wish to heaven they were 
only that. I took the trouble to check.” 

I sank back into my chair as he talked. 
“You’ve taken me for a ride,” he continued. 
“Not only have you given the establish- 
ment a bad name, but you betrayed my 
trust in you, Steve.” He stopped my pro- 
tests with a wave of his hand. “Oh, you 
were smart about it. You’ve done nothing 
illegal, so I can’t prosecute. I’m sorry to see 
you go, but—” He shrugged. 

By now, I'd recovered from the first 
shock. “You can’t prove a thing,” I 
sneered. “Fire me—go ahead, fire me. But 
I'll put up a kick that will be heard all 
over the city!” 

Mr. Gill sighed. “I hate to do this, Steve. 
I was hoping it could be avoided, but if you 
insist—” He pressed the switch on the-in- 
tercom on his desk. “Send the young lady 
in,” he said into the instrument. 

A minute later the door opened and 
Leona walked in. “What’s she got to do 
with this?” I demanded excitedly. 

Mr. Gill pulled up a chair for her. “All 
right, Miss Smithers, let’s have your re- 
port.” 

Leona sat stiffly in her chair, her hands 
clenched tightly in her lap. Her eyes 
avoided mine. “I was assigned to trace 
any evidences of illegal activities at the 
Bellmorian Arms hotel,” she began, as if 
reciting a lesson by heart. “My investiga- 
tions were to include all phases of the ho- 
tel’s operation. I registered as a guest 
three weeks ago and proceeded to carry 
out my assignment.” 

I stared at her in open-mouthed astonish- 
ment. She went on in the same monotone, 
“The books were all in order, and I could 
find no shortages in the various supplies. 
But I did find that bribery and other un- 
ethical practices were going on. Under-the- 
counter deals for rooms, peddling of liq- 
uor and similar illegal practices were net- 
ting one employee enough money to make 
his salary mere petty cash.” 

“The name of that employee, Miss 
Smithers?” Mr. Gill’s voice was cold and 
emotionless. 

“Steven Price—” Leona said sadly. Her 
voice broke and she turned to me with tears 
in her eyes. “Steve, up until yesterday, I 
looked forward to the chance to pay you 
back for what you did to me. I haven't 
slept a wink all night. I wanted to warn 
you. But I had my job to do.” 

“But why—why?” I couldn’t get it 


through my head. Things were happening 
too fast. 
“Miss Smithers works for my lawyers,” 


62 


Mr. Gill explained. “We knew we were 
up against a shrewd operator and would 
have to use unusual methods to catch him. 
Miss Smithers was highly recommended 
for the undercover job. It seems she has 
worked in a similar capacity for this law 
firm—divorce cases and things like that.” 

And all of a sudden, all the pieces fell 
into place. In my heart, I’d never believed 
what my eyes saw that night at the Suda- 
nese. But my pride had been hurt and I 
convinced myself of the worst. Now, see- 
ing the pleading look in Leona’s anguished 
eyes, I realized that my heart had been 
right—she could never have done the cheap 
thing I'd suspected. I recalled how she 
had started*to tell me about her assign- 
ment with a lawyer her first night at the 
Bellmorian Arms, but I had been too pre- 
occupied with my own scheme to satisfy 
my desire to listen to her. 

More than that, I saw what I had done 
to Mr. Gill, who had trusted me; what I 
had done to my own self-respect. I had set 
out to trick the world, but the tables had 






been turned. The one who was cheated wa 
myself. 

I felt Leona’s hand on my arm as] 
turned to go. But I could not bear to loo} 
at her. I felt too ashamed, too dirty to } 
worthy of the love that was shining in he 
eyes. I shook my head and walked out of 
the office—alone. Half an hour later, I lef 
the Bellmorian Arms for good. 

That was about a year ago. Since th 
time, I’ve lived according to the philosophy 
of life I had when I first arrived in Ney 
York. I had to, in order to live with my. 
self. It’s been a rough, lonely way for me 
I’m sure that I could have had Leona’s help 
just for the asking. But I deliberately 
avoided her. 

Someday, maybe we’ll meet again and jt 
might not be too late for me to offer he, 
love with no strings attached, affection and 
companionship that demands nothing in re. 
turn. New York is a big place, but sooner 
or later it will happen. Any day now, she 
may walk into the hotel where I’m work 
ing and this time, I won’t let her go. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 9) 


I guess I must have shown excitement in 
my expression as | stood in the wings dur- 
ing scenes of the Hot Mikado and listened 
to the Delta Rhythms. I have never been 
as thrilled by music as I was (and still am) 
when [I listened to them night after night 
scoring heavy triumphs with their songs. I 
used to listen especially for the big, boom- 
ing bass of Lee and succumb to an inde- 
scribable feeling of ecstasy until it was 
time for me to go on again. 

It was a case of love at first sight for 
both of us, although we did not call it that 
then. Instead, we developed a firm friend- 
ship during the run of the show on Broad- 
way and when it was featured at the New 
York World’s Fair. We had a lot in com- 
mon for we could share our mutual love 
for good music, particularly singing. Lee 
took an interest in me and planned to 
coach me as a singer. It was then that the 
show went on the road for a long tour, 
but I did not go along, for I had decided 
I wanted a business career and was attend- 
ing a school for that purpose. 

But Lee, as he later told me, had no 
intention of going away without getting the 
affair straight between us. He told me he 
had loved me from the beginning and 
didn’t think it a bad idea if we did some- 
thing about it. He stumbled through a 
proposal of marriage on the eve of his de- 
parture and put a ring on my finger to 
seal it. 

While the Mikado was on tour, I landed 
a part in Theodore Ward’s Big White Fog, 
the controversial drama that played at the 
Lincoln Theatre for many weeks despite a 
bad press. In it were such players as 
Canada Lee, Hilda Offley, Ruby Dee, Kel- 
sey Pharr, Valorie Black, Robert Dorcey 


and Stanley Prager. Backstage I talked 
nightly with Lee, no matter where his show 
was playing. In this manner, I came to 
really know him. 

He told me how he was born in Tupelo, 
Miss., but went to Langston University in 
Oklahoma where the _ original Delta 
Rhythm Boys were organized by Lee with 
Traverse Crawford, Elmaurice Miller and 
Harry Lewis. The four transferred in a 
body to Dillard University, he said. The 
present group is made up of Lee, Rene De. 
Knight, who joined the quartet in 1940, 
Clifford Holland, Traverse Crawford and 
Carl Jones. Lee knew all about me, that 
I was born in Montclair, N. J., but was 
reared in Cleveland where I finished high 
school and then began dancing as a chorus 
girl, 

We almost made a production out of long 
distance calls and letters until 1940 when 
Lee came back to New York and told me: 
“Let’s get it over with, honey. No need 
putting off what we both want most.” 

The wedding took place in the parson- 
age of Baltimore’s Metropolitan Baptist 
church. We were married by the Rev. 
H. Y. Trigg. pastor, on September 27, 1940. 
The day before my birthday. We returned 
to New York, set up house and Lee started 
coaching me for a career as a singer. | 
have been booked several times in London, 
Paris, Oslo, Antwerp and other European 
capitals. With Lee’s help, I have advanced 
from my start at the Village Vanguard in 
New York to four years of engagements at 
the exclusive Ruban Bleu on the East Side. 
Last year, Lee decided he wanted me along 
when the Delta Rhythm Boys went to 
Sweden. I am going abroad with them 
for this third time this year, will be my 
fifth trip in all. No, I “didn’t mean to do 
it,” but I did something great when I said: 
“T do” to the preacher with Lee Gaines at 
my side. 
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| Was 
A Social 
Climber 


(Continued from Page 38) 


couldn’t help it, I suppose. Show business 
produces many of his kind. Hope is in 
their blood. But it wasn’t in mine. And it 
wasn’t as if Pops was my real father, I told 
myself. He was only the man my mother 
had married after my own father died when 
[was a baby. Since Pops was so stubborn, 
the quicker I forgot his kind of life, and 
even forgot him, the sooner I’d make some- 
thing of myself. 

So—I tried to erase it all from my mind. 
But sometimes I wondered if it didn’t show. 
There were times when I thought Scott sus- 
pected that I hadn’t had the interesting life 
I'd claimed to have. Not at first, when we 
were going to shows and dances on dates, 
but later when we were together part of 
every day. Once, when we were in Marge’s 
Coffee Shop, Marge, in her loud good- 
natured voice called over to me. “I sure did 
go for that last book you gave me, Miss 
Leslie. You sure know how to pick the 
swell ones!” Before coming to my new 
home I’d have answered her warmly. But 
with Scott there, I was in constant fear that 
something I’d say, some warmth I’d show 
to a waitress would mark me for what I 
had been. I made some cold remark to 
Marge, and turned to talk of other things 
to Scott. But my heart sank at the search- 
ing look he gave me. It seemed to say 
‘Like attracts like. Who are you, any- 
how?” 

Things like that happened so many 
times. They happened on the street, in the 
stores, at a community dance where Scott’s 
parents might see every move I made. The 
strange thing to me was the charming way 
Scott’s parents greeted even the poorest, 


most humble people. Like Andy, who ran 
the garbage collection firm, or Sam, the 


shoe cobbler, or a public building janitor. 
But then, I told myself, the Merrills are in 
a position to be decent to people in menial 
jobs. I, Elaine Leslie, was on trial. I had 
to be somebody first—then I could afford 
to condescend. But these ordeals always 
left me with a splitting headache, because 
I was, down underneath, a_ naturally 
friendly person. But I’d go to any lengths 
to keep that “You’re-not-fooling-me” look 
out of Scott’s eyes. 

So I kept on trying and improving my- 
self. I spent hours reading. I studied how 
to dress, how to select clothes of good ma- 
terial and simple lines. I learned the fine 
points of etiquette. I developed poise. 
Through it all I prayed for Scott’s love, ad- 
miration and respect. When at last he 
Proposed marriage, my aching dream came 
true. 

‘Tll try so hard to be everything you 





want in a wife,” I told him. “Don’t let me 
make a mistake, darling.” 

“Just be your natural self, Elaine, 
Honey,” he answered. “I don’t want you 
any different than you are. I don’t want 
you made over.” 

I don’t want you made over! His words 
touched a chill to my heart, but the next 
minute it had passed, because Scott’s lips 
were again on mine, burning them with a 
fire that assured me that his words did not 
hold the significance my guilty conscience 
suspected. 

So—I went over it all as I sat there in 
the powder room. When girls started 
coming in I sat up and repaired the 
damage of my tears, added fresh lipstick 
and smoothed my hair. Scott must never 
know that I was “someone made over.” I 
had to go on pretending that I was what he 
wanted. 

He was waiting in the hall for me, a 
worried look in his eyes. “Is something 
wrong?” he asked. 

“What could be wrong today?” I man- 
aged lightly. 

“You were gone so long,” 
danced me out toward the ballroom. 

I began to tremble. I couldn’t enter the 
ballroom where Pops was waiting to put on 
another performance between dances. I 
had to get Scott away until Pops was gone. 
I flung myself into his arms, glad that the 
hall was in semi-darkness. “Let’s slip away 
right now and get married,” I cried. 

For a long powerful moment, his eyes 
sought the burning depths of mine. Then 
his lips came down to cling to mine in a hot 
wave of heady intoxication. 

Scott’s eyes were quizzical as he lifted 
his lips from mine. “What ever got into you 
—you temptress?” he said. 

I laughed nervously. If he only knew. 
Fear hung over me as we returned to the 
ballroom. I began to live from minute to 
minute in a never-ending game of cat and 
mouse, turning away when my partners 
danced me near Pops, feeling my body 
stiffen in near-hysteria for fear Pops would 
call to me, turning breathlessly when some- 
one came up behind me, praying that I'd 
wake up and find it all a bad dream, pray- 
ing that each dance I had with Scott would 
not be the very last of everything for me. 

During an intermission I saw Pops 
across the room, stand at the doorway a few 
minutes, then go on into the hall. “Please 
make him leave,” I prayed. When, after 
twenty minutes, he did not return, I began 
to feel the tension run slowly out of me. 
I sent up silent thanks to Pops for having 
seen how things were and doing the only 
decent thing. I wished he could know that 
I hadn’t wanted to hurt him by ignoring 
him. But was it fair to let him hurt me 
just when I had so much to gain? After 
all, I told myself again and again, he is 
He has no claim on 


he said, as he 


only my stepfather. 
me. 

Calmness settled down on me like an 
opiate. I had forgotten that it is always 
calmest before a storm! I didn’t know that 
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the storm was brewing right then! I didn’t 
know that Pops had returned to the ball- 
room until I saw Mr. Merrill and the house 
detective talking to him! At the same mo- 
ment I heard someone say that the money 
collected for the hospital fund had been 
stolen! 

Terror struck my heart as I sat there. 
My blood seemed to stop and my body was 
suddenly a cold heavy clod. Pops—a thief! 
He had stolen the money during the time 
he had been absent from the ballroom! 
Now they were arresting him! They’d 
take him to jail! They’d make him talk! 
I'd be disgraced beyond anything I’d ever 
imagined before! I wanted to run out of 
the Merrills’ big home and hide where no 
one would find me. I never wanted to see 
Pops again in all my life. But even as es- 
cape called to me, I found myself walking 
across that floor—toward Pops. What drew 
me I couldn’t say at the time. But I felt 
a strange, unbidden thing which I couldn’t 
deny. 

Pops’ eyes darted like a scared rabbit’s 
from Mr. Merrill to Mrs. Merrill, to the 
detective, and on to Scott who stood beside 
me. But Pops didn’t look at me, not even 
once, although I wanted him to so that he 
could see the hatred, the scorn I felt for 
him that moment; so that I could ask him 
if he was satisfied to have so completely 
ruined my life. But when at least his gaze 
steadied on me, I couldn’t say a word. I 
was struck suddenly silent by the burning 
plea in his tired old face, where I had ex- 
pected hard arrogance. 

As if from far away I heard snatches of 
the detective’s report to Mr. Merrill. Pops 
had been hanging around the library door. 
He was leaving the house when Mrs. 
Merrill discovered that the money was 
gone. 

“IT was out there—just—waiting 
someone,” Pops offered at last. 

“And who do you know, at this party,” 
the detective asked sarcastically. 


for 


SHRUGGED and looked at the 
But not before I caught his brief 
pleading glance in my direction. He had 
been out there waiting for me! He had 
hoped we might have a few words together, 
unknown to anyone else. He had yearned 
to be near me, perhaps only to ask. “Are 
you happy, Lany girl?” using the pet baby 
name he’d created for me. 

My throat ached with growing pity for 
him. He seemed so defenseless, standing 
there in his old worn magician’s suit, the 
buttons not matching, and the collar of his 
clean shirt frayed at the edge. Like a flash 
incidents from the past rushed over me into 
my consciousness. I saw all the things I 
hated and despised take on a new and 
kinder light. I saw Pops walking past an 
unguarded fruit stand that time we were 
living on one meal a day. He might have 
had an apple or an orange and no one 
would have known, but us. 

I saw him selling his overcoat to pay our 
back rent when we could easily have 


OPS 


floor. 





slipped out during the night with our thiy 
suitcases. I saw—so many things! I kney, 
as I'd always truly known, that Poy 
wouldn’t ever take one cent that didn’t be 
long to him. Yes, I saw it all at lag 
though the blinding flash of that momey 
of doubt, and I knew that if they took Pop, 
to the police station it would do some irrep 
arable thing to him. Those thin shoulder 
could never again hold their honest shabbj. 
ness at their usual jaunty angle, eye 
though he was innocent of wrongdoing 
Those bright eyes would never twinkle jy 
optimism again. I saw it all—so painfully 
completely! Pops never had much—by 
he’d had a lot, too. He’d had courage and 
hope and honesty. And he’d tried to teach 
it to me. But I had failed to learn. I was 
failing him that moment, aligning myself 
with those who, for the moment, were his 
enemies. 

Have you ever dreamed that you were 
trying to scream but couldn’t make a 
sound? That’s the way I felt then. It 
wasn’t until the detective said, “Come 
along,” that I found my voice. 

“Stop!” I cried, “He didn’t take the 
money! He wouldn’t steal a penny! | 
know—because he’s my father!” 

I heard the gasps around me, saw eyes 
widen in astonishment. But nothing meant 
anything to me until I heard Scott’s cry, 
“Your father, Elaine?” 

“Yes,” I admitted, “My step-father, 
really, but as good to me as ever a father 
could be.” Once it was out I felt relieved. 
It was like lying on cool green grass, 


letting a clean fresh breeze blow over me, | 


But the next minute I realized that I ha. 
not helped Pops at all. My claiming hi 

did not make him innocent in the detec, 
tive’s eyes. Instead, my confession had 
made me a possible accomplice! 


Pops shook his head in sorrow as the | 


detective led him out. Then Scott took my 
arm, and my blood froze. “Why, I am 
Scott’s prisoner!” I thought. Everything 
seemed to black out. I was unaware of 
putting one foot before the other until we 
reached the library and I sank limply into 
a chair. I felt utterly dazed. I could hear 
the buzz of all their voices, but what they 
said seem miles away. I couldn’t feel. But 
I could see the stern line of Scott’s mouth 
and the frown on his fine face as he talked 
to the detective. Dully, I supposed they 


were going to search Pops. They are 
wasting their time, I thought. Couldn't 


they see that Pops wasn’t a thief? What 
about the many guests there? What about 
those other entertainers? Or the extra 
help hired for the party. Some of them 
could well have been in the hall just the 
same as Pops. Any of them could have en- 
tered the library without being seen. I 
could have done so myself when I was on 
my way to the powder room earlier, when 
I barged into that waiter. 

Instantly I was on my feet. “That waiier 
took the money!” I cried. “That short fat 
one with the scar on his cheek! I saw him 
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coming out of this room—it was dark—’ 
Rapidly, I told it just as it happened. 

[ don’t remember much about what hap- 
pened right after that. I only remember 
snatches of things said to me, things that 
fell on deaf paralyzed ears as I stood look- 
ing out the window. I didn’t want to listen. 
[didn’t want to talk. I couldn’t bear to see 
the scorn and disgust I felt would be in 
Scott’s eyes and in his parents’. I didn’t 
even turn when the phone rang and the 
detective sent Scott and his father to iden- 
tify the waiter, who had been picked up 
by then. Nor did I move until the detec- 
tive told Pops he could go. Finally,,when 
only Pops and I were left in the room, I 
turned around. “Come on, Pops,” I said 
then, “Let’s get out of here.” 

We caught a cab and rode to Aunt 
Marian’s little house. We didn’t speak 
util I’'d turned on the lights and put on 
the coffee. 

Then Pops said, “Lany girl, I didn’t 
mean to you harm. You know I 
never meant to hurt you. I was going to 
phone you, here, after I'd done my act. I 
never expected to see you, there Lany. 
Guess I should have let you know I was 
going to be here tonight. But I thought I'd 


cause 


surprise you.” 
“You surprised me,” I returned bitterly. 
And how / had surprised Scott! But I 








hadn’t really surprised myself. Hadn't I 
known all along that this would happen if 
Scott found out the truth? It was my own 
fault and I’d no right to blame Pops for 
my lies. I choked back the sobs in my 
throat, and told Pops it was all right and 
that I was going away with him. 

» “Now, Lany girl,” he said, “You got no 

juse to come along with me. Course a 
woman in an act makes it better, but I’m 
Joing right well on my own nowadays. I 
got my eye on something big. It could bust 
open any day now. You stay right here and 
tend your store and bye and bye folks’ll 
forget this.” He paused, twirled his thumbs 
nervously, and went on. “You won't never 
need to worry about me showing up again, 
Lany. You can tell your young man that 
when you’re making up with him.” 

A sob tore at my throat and I was on my 
knees beside him, telling him of the wicked 
lie I had lived in denying him, denying my 
true self. 

“Tm glad it all happened now, instead 
of later,” I cried, “I wouldn’t want to be 
married to a snob.” I believed every word 
I was saying, and saying it gave me the 
strength to pack my bag and go away with 
Pops. Not to join his act, but just to be 
with him, and to get as far away from Scott 
as I could. 

As I suspected, the “something big” 
Pops spoke of was a figment of his imagi- 
nation. And also, no news to me, he was 
actually out of a job. He had taken the job 
at the Merrills’ party at the end of his run 
ina town a few miles away. 

“It’s all right, Pops,” I said as I bought 
bus tickets to a beach resort, “We'll take a 
vacation.” I was grateful that I had a bank 


account. It meant good hotel accommoda- 
tions and plenty of good nourishing food 
for Pops. Also, I bought Pops a complete 
outfit of clothes, including a new stage out- 
fit. I bought him a new wallet and filled 
it. He was happy as a child and, though 
my heart cried constantly, for the feel of 
Scott’s arms about me, of his lips on mine, 
of the light in his eyes—trusting me, I told 
myself that I was as happy as I deserved to 
be. 


THE SECOND we were at the 

beach, Pops joined a small show that 
came through on its way down the Coast. 
He was like a race horse at the post, impa- 
tient at being held back for a moment. 
Since I had made no plans for the future, 
other than taking care of Pops, I could see 
myself trailing along with him from one 
little burg to another. Except that we 
weren’t poor as in the old days, I was right 
back where I'd started. Perhaps, I thought, 
in one of these little towns, I can buy a 
small business. But I’d need capital. So I 
decided to go back and sell Aunt Marian’s 
little house and the book store, and join 
Pops later. 

I had been home about an hour when I 
saw Scott coming up the walk. Wordlessly 
we faced each other, the anger in our eyes 
saying what we each thought. Then I 
turned away and he followed me into the 


week 


room. 

“Where have you been?” he said through 
tight lips. 

“Should you care?” I managed, trying to 
keep from crying. 


“I demand an explanation,” he an- 
swered. 
“An explanation?” I said the words 


slowly, “The explanation I cheated you out 
of? You want to hear me say what was so 
clearly obvious that night that Pops ap- 
peared, and showed me up. All right, 
Scott. I lied to you. All these months I 
lied. I’m not what I told you I was. I am 
made over. I had never known anything 
but poverty and wretchedness in all my 
life—until I came here. My first bed was an 
open suitcase. And I lived out of one until 
I came here. I home, nor 
played in a grassy yard when I was a kid. 
I never had more than two cheap dresses 
at one time in all my life. I hadn’t even 
the most common advantages. I never had 
a chance at any of that, until I came here.” 

A pained expression crossed Scott’s face 
and he tried to stop me. But I raised my 
voice and went on. “I suppose I should 
have told it around that I was nobody. Then 
I’d have stayed where I belong, with the 
poor but honest ones who never expect to 
have the approval of people like you 
Merrills!” 

The last brought the bitterness to his 
face. He lit a cigarette with painful slow- 
ness. He blew out the smoke, and through 
it I could see that his eyes were purple with 
anger. “Why didn’t you do just that?” 
he said with dangerous calm. “I’m ashamed 


never had a 


of you because you’re ashamed of your own 
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family. You're self-centered and silly—a 
first class snob!” 

Me—a snob! [I felt an angry strangling 
in my throat, but I couldn’t speak. 

“What else is it!” Scott went on, “when 
you snub people like Marge, Andy, Sam 
and others? You were trying to be better 
than you think they are, weren’t you? I 
often wondered why. Elaine, and I had it 
about figured out when Pops turned up and 
proved I was right.” 

I stepped back in speechless amazement. 
“If you suspected—my—past—then why 
did you ask me to marry you? Why did 
you go on right up to the night our en- 
gagement was to be announced?” 

“Because I didn’t give a hang about your 
past,” Scott flung out, “I fell in love with 
you—not a cendition of your past. I hoped 
that when we were married I could make 
you see that no person is fundamentally 
better or worse than another because of 
the difference in the kind of work they do, 
or the size of their bank accounts—so long 
as they are honest.” 

“You say that now—but 

“Let me finish,” Scott went on, “My 
grandfather was a junk dealer. He started 
out with ten dollars and determination. He 
worked hard for years. Now, because: he 
owns a furniture store is no reason for him 
to be ashamed of how he worked up to it. 
My father isn’t ashamed to be the son of 
that man. And I’m proud to be his grand- 
son!” 

He ground out his cigarette, walked to 
the door and stood looking out. The late 
spring twilight outlined his broad shoul- 
ders and the proud tilt of his head. Any 
minute, I thought, he might go. I could 
think of nothing to hold him. I had noth- 
ing. But it would break my heart to have 
him leave—like this. 

“Scott,” I murmured, “Why didn’t you 
tell me all that before?” 

“T didn’t consider it important—to us,” 
he said, “Or would you have stopped loving 
me if you had known about my past?” 

My brain whirled to anger again. 
“You're trying to put me where you were 
when Pops was accused of robbery. There 
in the library—the way you looked—I 

could tell—I thought—” 

“You thought about yourself,” Scott 
said, “You wouldn’t even look at me, or 
listen when I tried to tell you that I ad- 
mired you for defending and claiming 
Pops. You wouldn’t hear Dad and 
Mother’s apologies for detaining Pops, or 
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their welcoming him into the family. You 
stood at the window—freezing us out—as 
if we had done something terrible to you. 
Then when I had to leave to identify the 
waiter you ran out—like a coward. Ever 
since, I’ve been telling myself that I am 
better off without you, for you couldn’t 
really love me or you’d have trusted me 
more. Even today—I accidentally discov- 
ered that you were back.” 

Self-centered! Silly! A snob—and a 
coward! Scott had called me all those 
things! One moment I had been seething 
with anger, and then suddenly my fury 
died. In Scott’s tortured eyes I saw the 
honest truth of everything he had said. I 
had been all those things! And I need not 
have been if I hadn’t been afraid of the 
truth; if I hadn’t been all mixed up with 
worth and values; if I hadn’t had false 
pride! 

“Yes, you’re better off without me.” I was 
telling Scott then, “You could never be 
quite sure whether I was lying, or not. Even 
if I said I loved you from the start, and 
deceived you because I couldn’t bear the 
thought of not having your love—well— 
you couldn’t really believe that either— 
could you, Scott?” 

It was a long moment before he spoke 
or moved. And then he strode across the 
room and gathered me in his arms. “Yes, 
Elaine darling,” he said then, “I can be- 
lieve that. I want you to believe that I un- 
derstand why you felt you couldn’t tell me 
everything. I know, dear, that you took the 
wrong road, and that the light wasn’t very 
good. But I know I love you, want you, and 
that you belong here in my arms.” 

We were married in the Merrill’s big 
grassy yard because there wasn’t a church 
in the neighborhood large enough to hold 
all our friends. Pops gave me away, and I 
think Ill never forget the heart-bursting 
humbleness I felt to have him beside me as 
I walked toward Scott to become his bride. 

I didn’t sell my property, after all. I 
rented Aunt Marian’s house to some of 
Marge’s friends. Andy’s daughter runs the 
book store for me since Scott and I are 
planning on a family next year. Pops is on 
the road again, happy as a lark, looking, 
as ever, for that “big” something just 
around the corner. Between bookings he 
comes to visit us in our new home, and 
every kid for blocks around trails him 
wherever he goes around town, begging 
him pull a rabbit out of his collar. 
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Legally 
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(Continued from Page 15) 


loving role and the role of Mom who haj 
died when I was a baby in arms. But] 
never got to Howard. Meeting Wesley 
drove every sensible thought out of ny 
head. 

It was a period when sensible thoughts 
were pretty fleeting. America was just get. 
ting well into its participation in World 
War II. Every able-bodied and eligible 
young man was being drafted. Defense 
plants were screaming for help, any kind 
of help. The atmosphere was charged 
with tension, the tension of parents about 
to lose their idolized sons, the tension of 
sweethearts parting. High school kids like 
me who had learned to be content with 
small allowances had more money in their 
pockets than they remembered having all 
their lives. We were apartment-crazy, car. 
crazy, party-crazy. 

I met Wesley at a party given by two of 
my girl friends who had been vainly trying 
to make me see the light—to abandon my 
plans for higher education—and “come on 
and get some of this easy money.” 

I called myself being sensible, resisting 
their arguments with every argument Dad 
had used on me. The war boom was a 
temporary thing, but the time would come 
when industry would need those trained in 
such skilled work as home economics. Yes, 
I was very sensible until the exact moment 
that Wesley asked me to dance. 


T WASN’T that there was any lack of 

attractive dancing partners. In fact, 
since my arrival at the party I had been on 
a mad and merry whirl, swinging lightly 
from one attentive male to the next. I 
hadn’t seen Wesley come into the room. I 
didn’t see him until he interrupted my 
chatty conversation with two other girls, 
tapping me lightly on the shoulder and 
breathing into my ear: 

“Come on and dance, baby. I knew 
there was a reason for my coming here to- 
night.” 

I spun about, startled. But I was really 
startled when I looked into cool grey eyes 
set in a frank, incredibly handsome dark 
tan face, a face topped by the curliest jet 
black hair. He was such an exciting-look- 
ing fellow, filling out broadly his immacu- 
late khaki uniform with the sergeant’s 
chevrons, that I completely forgot to pull 
the “we haven’t been introduced” business. 
Before I knew it, I was dreamily swaying 
in his arms. If ever there was such a thing 
as a girl’s Prince Charming coming along, 
this was it. ; 

It just took my breath away to expert 
ence the fast, smooth way Wesley sold 
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himself and I was in the market right away 
for the product. Our dance together was 
the last dance that evening for the both of 
ys. Almost as if at some given signal, we 
went off into a cool spot and sat down to 
talk away the evening. Wesley had that 
rare gift of making you feel that he was 
hanging on with interest to your every word 
or phrase. He was so unlike every other 
fellow I had ever met—young and inter- 
esting. but. somehow grave and deliberate. 
{think I told him more of my intimate, 
personal business than I had ever told any- 
one except Dad. 

It was amazing how fast that evening 
passed. The hours fairly flew by and so 
oblivious were Wesley and I to the other 
couples around us that we caused a great 
deal of kidding comment. But if that eve- 
ning was fast. our courtship was atomic. 
Wesley was stationed near town for a few 
brief weeks, after which he was slated to 
be shipped, heavens knew where. Within 
the next few days we were constantly to- 
gether, or making plans to be together— 
or wishing we were together. I had settled 
down into that rosy bliss which comes to 
every teen-ager with her first serious love 
when I woke up with a start. Maybe I 
would lose Wesley for good when he went 
away. Maybe he would forget all about 
me. Maybe I’d be out in the cold. In a 
few, swift, daring moments, I had made 
upniy mind. Wesley was going to be mine 
for life even if life meant only a few won- 
derful days before he marched off to the 
terrible beat of war. I was certain he felt 
the same. The tender, grateful way he 
held me in his arms convinced me. The 
seeking burning of his lips on mine con- 
vinced me. 

One night. a week before he was due to 
leave town, I pulled his lips down on mine 
harder than ever before. My arms went 
desperately about his neck. Then my lips, 
warm and pleading, crept around to his 
ear. 

“Marry me, darling,” I whispered. “Mar- 
ry me now.” 

A great flood of relief swept over me 
when Wesley’s answer reassured me that 
he couldn’t resist the force of my love for 
him—or what I thought was love for him. 

I thought I had broken Dad’s heart 
when, several days later, Wesley and | 
walked into the house to announce that we 
were Mr. and Mrs. After the first impact 
of shock, Dad sighed: 

“Well, June, I suppose that’s the way it 
has to be. Only you might have waited 
util you finished Howard, darling. Being 
there among a crowd of youngsters like 
yourself, the majority of them unmar- 
md... .” 

“But, Dad,” I interrupted. “Certainly, 
you don’t think Ill be going to Howard 
now.” 

Dad gasped in dismay. He shook his 
head slowly, sadly as I explained that now 
Iwas a wife and I had a duty to help my 
husband, to work with him—even if he 





were far away—to earn a living immedi- 
ately so we could save for a home of our 
own. I was going to get one of those lush 
defense jobs, work hard, live only to write 
to Wesley and receive his letters and wait 
for that wonderful day when he came home 
to me. 

Poor Dad could do nothing but let me 
go my willful way. I was too full of my 
own selfish happiness to notice that what 
I had done. the way I had upset his long, 
carefully-lived-for, hard-worked-for plans, 
had made him look ten years older. I spent 
three delirious days with my Wesley. but 
the joy of each hour was overshadowed 
with the knowledge that he would be leav- 
ing me so soon. When he did, I felt for 
weeks, as if the bottom had dropped out of 
my world. 

Plunging into work provided part of an 
answer, but soon I found that not even 
Wesley’s letters could make up for the 
achingly long hours when I sat at home, 
trying to read a book or listen to the radio, 
dreaming. ever dreaming of the day the 
war would end. I discovered the truth in 
some of Dad’s warning observations. I was 
still young. I still had a great capacity for 
enjoyment and the association of other peo- 
ple. But so many of the old crowd to 
which I had become accustomed were still 
footloose and fancy-free. Going out with 
them, without an escort, was like hanging 
around, an unwanted child watching a 
merry game. I had determined that when 
Wesley came back. I would be able to face 
him with a clear conscience; that no one 
would be able to point an accusing finger 
at me or whisper that I had even given the 
appearance of being unfaithful. 

I joined organizations which were con- 
ducting war bond rallies. participated in 
Red Cross work and became interested, for 
the first time. in church activity. All of 
this helped fill up my life and crowd out 
some of the loneliness. But the ache for 
Wesley was still there and the void grew 
and deepened until I thought I wouldn’t be 
able to stand it any longer. 

Then, when it seemed impossible for me 
to go on, the miracle came about. It was 
V-E day and my Wesley was coming home. 

Everything was going to be all right 
again. 


For A SHORT while—a brief stab of 

happiness—everything was all right 
after that glorious day when Wesley came 
home to me. But. before my heart could 
settle itself into the glad new tempo of 
our ecstasy. an ugliness began to creep 
into our lives. 

The Wesley who came home from Eu- 
rope was a stranger to me. He was restless. 
I attributed this to the long. gruelling con- 
finement which Army life had imposed 
upon him. He was selfish, wanting to be 
babied about every little tiny thing. I told 
myself he would get over this. that it was 
a phase he was going through because of 
all the good things of life which had been 
denied him while he was in service. For 
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weeks I wore a bright smile, an under- 
standing way and tried to quiet the irrita- 
tions and resentments which came crowd- 
ing into my secret mind, caused by his 
goading and unreasonableness. But there 
were qualities in Wesley for which I 
couldn’t find an excuse and for which I 
could grant no forgiveness. He had the 
attitude that the world owed him a living 
because he had been a soldier. For months 
he hung around the house, eating, sleeping 
and drinking, entertaining a crowd of loud, 
shiftless buddies who, with him, toasted a 
future of easy living at the expense of 
others. 

I had heard a great deal about the ne- 
cessity for helping returned veterans be- 
come re-adjusted. I had a great sympathy 
for the hardships which men like Wesley 
must have suffered and also a deep appre- 
ciation for what they had done for their 
families and their nation. But I was hu- 
man too. I was slowly dying inside, seeing 
Wesley habitually stumbling around the 
house, ugly in mood, reeking of liquor and 
taking, taking, taking, never once thinking 
of giving. 

Then, too, the financial situation was be- 
coming alarming. I had saved every penny 
of the allotment money Wesley had -sent 
home. I had put it in the bank along with 
the savings I had carefully laid away— 
savings from my defense wages. Wesley 
had squandered more than half of this. He 
had bought a fabulous new wardrobe. He 
had spent literally hundreds of dollars on 
whiskey and good times for his pals. This 
was all well and good, I thought, but when 
he had been home nine months, he still 
hadn’t made a stir toward getting out into 
the work world and assuming his share of 
the responsibility for our livelihood. I was 
still working, coming home dog-weary to a 
house loud with drunken laughing and 
half-respectful friends of Wesley’s who 
waited arrogantly for me to prepare din- 
ners for them and to wait on them. 

All this I took, unhappy inside, but out- 
wardly waiting, calm and pleasant. I knew 
the real Wesley would return to life soon, 
very soon. I prayed he would. There were 
moments when flashes of his old self 
warmed my heart and gave me hope. Then 
he returned to his sneering, unsociable self. 

The day that Wesley went out and 
bought himself a brand new car, withdraw- 
ing from the bank almost every penny, left 
in our nest egg, was the day I realized that 
the old Wesley was dead—or had never 
existed. He drove the shiny, new Chrysler 
up to the door with a grinding of brakes, 
lurched out of the driver’s seat, half-drunk 
and, with three or four of his buddies, piled 
into the house noisily. 

“Hi, baby,” he shouted as he came in 
the door and saw me standing, looking out 
the window with a stare of horror. “How 
you like the new bus, eh? Little present 
from you to me.” 

The dam broke and a torrent of anger 
poured out of me. 
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“Present, Wesley?” I shouted, enraged. 
“And how did you get that present?” 

“We got money in the bank, baby,” he 
explained loftily. “Plenty money. I just 
took out a couple thousand. Just a couple 
thousand.” He swayed into a chair in the 
living room, slumped down and held his 
fingers against his aching temple. I whirled 
on his grinning companions. 

“Get out, you parasites,” 
“Get out of this house this minute.” 

“Say, wait a minute there,” Wesley pro- 
tested, trying to raise himself from his 
chair. “Where you get that stuff, June. 
Those are my friends.” 

But his friends saw the gleam in my eye. 
I was capable of doing anything at the 
moment. The way they hastened away 
would have been comical if the situation 
hadn’t been so deadly serious. The minute 
the door closed behind them, Wesley and I 
had it—a battle royal. Oh, it was only 
words of course, but sometimes, words can 
be more hurting, more deadly than blows. 


I screamed. 


ESLEY TOLD me that he hated me. 

That he had hated me from the morn- 
ing he woke up and found himself married 
to me. He said he had tried to make the 
best of a bad bargain. He accused me of 
marrying him to get his allotment. He 
accused me of being unfaithful to him 
while he was away. He bragged that he had 
been unfaithful with scores of women over- 
seas and even with other women since he 
had come home. 

I was aghast and shocked. I wondered 
if he had lost his mind under the stress of 
the war. Then the scalding words were 
over and we settled down into a bitter si- 
lence, shaken by our own venom toward 
each other, I said quietly: 

“You're not the man I married, Wesley.” 

Maybe he was no good and maybe he 
was in an alcoholic stupor. Regardless, 
his answer was one of absolute reason and 
just what I deserved. 

“How do you know I’m not, June?” he 
asked me. “You didn’t know me and I 
didn’t know you. We were two strangers 
pretending to know each other.” 

We didn’t pretend any longer. We 
agreed to disagree. I got a divorce from 
Wesley on the grounds of extreme mental 
cruelty. He didn’t contest it. 

I had made a bitter mistake, I felt, and 
I was paying for it, for, once more, I was 
a lonely woman. Maybe you think I paid 
enough in the torture I went through with 
Wesley. Well, that was only the begin- 
ning. Perhaps I have a genius for finding 
the wrong kind of men to fall in love with. 
Or maybe it was just because I was so 
heartbroken and alone that I stuck my chin 
out again. Yes, believe it or not, I stuck 
my chin out again and got it clipped. The 
second beating I took from life was even 
more classic than the first. I said yes to 
the first man who came along and seemed 
to be sorry for me, wanted to marry me 
and protect me, make up for all I’d been 
through. He was Jimmy Harding, my sweet 


Janie’s father. Jimmy, I thought, 
everything Wesley hadn’t been. Jimmy wx 
sophisticated, mature, approaching middk 
age. He had a thriving little tailor shop 
dressed well, was popular with everyoy 
he met. Charming Jimmy Harding. }, 
listened to the story of my woes. He tog} 
me into his arms and there I went again~ 
off on a mental merry-go-round. Ther 
I was again—in love. 

I suppose I should be grateful for th 
years of happiness I did have with Jin 
Harding. He was an attentive husband tj 
me, a good provider and, when Janie cam 
along, a devoted father. When he got » 
opportunity to move to New York and ¢. 
pand his business, I was certain my luk 
was on the upbeat. We moved to that city 
which had always beckoned to my imaging. 
tion. I pictured us settling down in a nice 
home on the Island, once Jim got well se, 
and living a happy, normal life. 

But when things began to get extremely 
prosperous for Jim, he fell into that ag. 
old trap which has always beckoned sy. 
cessful middle-aged men. The trap, in this 
case, was eighteen, with an innocent baby 
stare and a line powerful enough to make 
Jim neglect me, his home, his daughter 
and, to some extent, his business. The 
other woman in my life got to be the talk 
of all our circle of friends. Should I have 
ignored the situation and tried to get what 
I could out of life for Janie and me? Per 
haps. But I didn’t. I confronted Jim with 
his sinning and demanded that he give up 
the girl. 

His answer was direct and unblushing. 

“IT want a divorce, June,” he said. ‘4 
won't give her up.” 

A determination to fight back, to resis 
always being kicked in the face, took hold 
of me. 

“T won’t give you a divorce, Jim,” I told 
him defiantly. “Never.” 

“Oh yes you will,” he declared doggedly. 
“Because if you don’t, I'll have our mar 
riage annulled.” 

I thought I knew a little something about 
the law. I sneered at him. 

“How can you annul our marriage?” | 
demanded. ‘“We’ve been married too long 
for you to get an annulment. And we wert 
certainly of age when we married.” 

Jim smiled at me evilly. 

“I’ve already talked it over with a law 
yer, my dear,” he informed me. “I ca 
get an annulment because you're not legal 
ly married to me. According to the laws 
of this state, you’re a bigamist. You gol 
your divorce in a state whose divorce laws 
aren't recognized in this state. The best 
thing for you to do is just give me the d: 
vorce I want qiuetly and accept what I give 
you for yourself and Janie.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears and | evel 
stubbornly refused to believe the legal at 
vice I sought. I got a real education it 
the crazy situation which exists in tht 
United States with regard to divorce. Be 
cause divorce laws aren’t uniform throug 
out the country, a twice-married womél 
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who. like myself had been a divorcee, can 
suddenly find herself a bigamist and, worst 
ofall, her children by her second marriage, 
illegitimate in the eyes of the law. I found 
out that thousands of men and women fall 
into these legal traps every year. New York 
State. in which I was living with Jim at the 
time of our break-up, recognizes only adul- 
tery as grounds for divorce. My divorce 
fom Wesley on the grounds of mental cru- 
ety. wasn’t recognized in New York State. 
[was legally a bigamist, an adulterer and 
the mother of an illegal child. I found out 
that. for years, certain groups have been 
fghting hard to have a constitutional 
ymendment passed to make the federal gov- 
emment render divorce laws uniform in all 
states. 

| was happy there was such a thing as 
divorce when I wanted to get Wesley out of 
ny life. Many people believe that the mod- 
em invention of divorce is a wonderful con- 
ynient thing. Personally. I think it is a 
horrible thing. Maybe I feel that way be- 
cause of what it did to me or what it made 
me do to myself. I knew all along, flighty 
as 1 was. when I married Wes that nowa- 
days it is almost as easy to get unmarried 
as it is to get a marriage license. I could 
get into marital trouble and leap right out 





with a few hundred dollars and a good law- 
yer. Oh, I know it’s not fair to blame it all 
on the system of divorce. I was a fool not 
to listen to my own dormant common sense 
and to Dad. Instead of doing that, I got 
married without a backward look. 

As a result. I’ve made a sorry mess of 
my own life so far and a good start toward 
making my daughter grow up an unhappy. 
lonely girl, who will remember always that 
she was laughed at and shunned by her 
own little society. 

One of these days I’m going to get the 
courage to pack up and get out of this com- 
munity in which we are objects of disgrace. 
I’m going off someplace where I can bring 
up my daughter in an atmosphere that’s 
healthy and fine. I’m not going to have 
her being laughed at and insulted. 

But the biggest thing I can do for Janie, 
somewhere else or right here, is to instill in 
her a respect for the sacredness of mar- 
riage; to teach her that marriages are made 
in Heaven; that love is a divine thing, a 
thing not to be played with or used as a 
toy. 

The only happiness I can see for me in 
life now is making Janie happy. If she 
isn’t, it won’t be my fault. 


THE END 





_ On the Records 


(Continued from Page 7) 
a made-to-order backdrop for Heavenly 
Father. 

The flip side is another McGriff original. 
co-authored with her W. Jack 
Walker, entitled / Love You. Here is a 
decided contrast to Father for it is a 
bouncy little ditty showcasing Edna’s up- 
tempo chirping, and giving the purchaser 
atwin combination of listening pleasure. 

Edna, a native Harlemite, studied piano 
fortwo years under a private tutor, but she 
gave this up (as did Sarah Vaughan who 
was originally a pianist when discovered by 
Earl “Father” Hines) when she realized 
that her friends liked to hear her sing more 
than to hear her play. Until recently when 
she began getting around as a singer, the 
teen-age sensation had never left the hustle 
and bustle of New York. Her smash hit 
recording, however, has acted to fulfill two 
dreams—the desire to sing, the wish to 
travel. 

Edna records for Jubilee and may soon 
be heard in a duet with Sonny Til, leader 
of the famed Orioles who also are Jubilee 
stars. Meanwhile, her bookings, which are 
mounting, are handled by Billy Shaw’s 
Artists Corporation of New York. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Decca’s 
Jeannine/Indian Love Call, with Louis 
(Satchmo) Armstrong’s 
blendings, his trumpet and the orchestra 
led by Gordon Jenkins. Here Satchmo con- 
lines his amazing string of great singing 
sides with a triumphant revival of an old 
folk classic. 


manager, 


gravel-voiced 


GOOD: Always/There Is No Greater 
Love done up to a turn on Capitol by the 
Billy May orchestra (he still denies he 
seeks to like Jimmie Lunceford) 

. . Hambone (it’s the end the 
others) on RCA-Victor by Phil Harris and 
the Bell Sisters . . . ’ll Be There/Better 


Beware, another Federal Record sensation 


sound 
one to 


by the child singer, Little Esther, who 
really can do a job on the blues material 
she features Morris Lane’s / Don’t 


Want To Set The World On Fire/Midnight 
Sun as heard on Coral. Lane’s great tenor 
saxophone musings are something to listen 
to... Blues For Lonnie/Don’t Blame 
Her by Johnson on Aladdin in 
which the old blues master once again 


Lonnie 


demonstrates his command. of the situation. 

RECOMMENDED: Lucky/Don’t Trade 
Your Love For Gold, sung smoothly, com- 
petently by the highly-regarded King 
Odom Four on Abbey. Here’s a quartet 
that belongs way up there... I’m So 
Happy with Danny Cobb’s slick vocals 
backed by the Paul Williams band on 
Savoy New Blowtop Blues/Trouble 
In Mind, Dinah Washington’s most explo- 
sive blues “blowing” in a long time and 
these Mercury pairings are almost sure to 
hit the million mark. 


STILL STRONG: Night Train (United) 


Jimmy Forest... Be My Life's Com- 
panion (Decca) Mills Brothers . . . Cry 
(Okeh) Johnny Ray. ... Blacksmith 
Blues (Capitol) Ella Mae Morse 


Lost Time (King) Erskine Hawkins or- 
chestra with Lou Elliot strong in the thrush 
role .. Wind Is Blowing (Modern) 
Jimmy Witherspoon’s regal blues shouting 
makes it a semi-classic in this vein. 
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With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
F a - € 1 RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 

LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 
0 §-10-156 HOURS—Ruth Brown 
O NIGHT TRAIN—Jimmy Forest 
O NO MORE DOGGIN—Roscoe Gordon 
O 3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. King. 
BOOTED Roscoe Gordon 
ONE MINT JULEP—Clovers 
SWEET SIXTEEN—Joe Turner ; 
MOODY MOOD FOR LOVE—kKing Pleasure 
LAWDY MISS CLAWDY-—Lloyd Price 
HEAVENLY FATHER—Edna McGriff 
UNION STATION—John Lee Hooker 
SLOW CABOOSE—Sax Mallard 
AFTER HOURS—Llioyd Glenn 
DUST MY BROOM—Elmo James 
DO IT IF YOU WANNA— Sonny Boy Williamson 
TAP DANCE BOOGIE—Lightning Hopkins 
FLYING HOME-— Amos Milburn 
HOP, SKIP & JUMP—Lynn Hope 
MY LAST AFFAIR—Charles Brown 
CAROLINA BLUES—Brownie McGhee 
FOWLER’S BOOGIE—T. J. Fowler 
SO TIRED—Roy Milton 
1 CAN’T LOSE WITH THE STUFF | USE— 

Lester Williams 

] THAT’S WHAT YOU’RE DOING TO ME— 


Dominoes 
GONE BABY GONE—Brownie McGhee 
WEEPING & CRYING—Griffin Bros 
PRETTY BABY—Margie Day 
VM LEAVING—Smokey Hogg 
ROCK ME MAMA-—John Lee Hooker 
SNOW PLOW—Jimmy Jackson 
MY BABY AND ME—Rufus Beachum 
THE BIG QUESTION—Percy Mayfield 
WOULD YOU—Roy Hawkins 
THE WIND IS BLOWING— Jimmy Witherspoon. . 
SHINE ON—Ruth Brown 
IT’D SURPRISE YOU—Margie Day 
1 GOT LOADED—Peppermint Harris 
BEST WISHES—Roy Milton. 
THE TEASER—riffin Bros. 
HOW MANY MORE YEARS—Howling Wolf. . 
TROUBLE IN MIND—Amos Milburn 
FOOL FOOL FOOL—Clovers 
ROCKING CHAIR—Fats Domino 
ROCKET 88—Jackie Brenston 
BLACK NIGHT—Charles Brown 
SEVEN LONG DAYS—Charles Brown 
HARD TIMES—Charies Brown 
DIAMOND RING—Brownie McGhee 
HOWLIN WOLF BOOGIE—Howlin Wolf 
| AM WITH YOU—Dominoes 
?M IN THE MOOD—John Lee Hooker 
GROUND HOG BLUES—John Lee Hooker 
DARK ROAD—Floyd Jones 
KISS ME PRETTY BABY—Cardinals 
60 MINUTE MAN—Dominoes 
CHICA BOO— Lloyd Glenn 
CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner 
HURRY UP—Varetta Dillard 
BLOODSHOT EYES— Wynonie Harris 
ROCKIN AND ROLLIN—Li! Son Jackson 
EVERY NIGHT ABOUT THIS TIME 


Fats Domino 

COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 
GIVE ME CENTRAL 209—Lightnin Hopkins 
PRAYING GROUND BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins. 
LONG WAY FROM TEXAS—Lightnin Hopkins 
WHAT A FOOL | WAS—Percy Mayfield 
LOST LOVE—Percy Mayfield. 
PLEASE SEND ME SOMEONE TO LOVE— 

Percy Mayfield .89 
JUST ONE MORE DRINK—Amos Milburn 89 
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() BAD BAD WHISKEY—Amos Milburn .89 
© STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters 89 
() SHE MOVES ME-—Muddy Waters 89 
SPIRITUALS 

CO WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys............ .89 
OO HE’S SO WONDERFUL —-Jessie Renfro......... .89 
LC) GET AWAY, JORDAN—Gospel Harmonettes..... .89 
0) UM SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes......... oo 
©) LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy...... -89 
() PRECIOUS LORD-—Bro. Joe May............... -89 
(J RIDE ON KING JESUS—The Detroiters........ -89 
(1) PACKING EVERY BURDEN—FPairfield Four.... .89 
O VM_IN YOUR CARE—Fairfield Four........... -89 
OQ ANGELS WATCHING—Fairfield Four.......... .89 
C) POOR PILGRIM OF SORROW--Fairtield Four.. .89 
O MY PRAYER—Fairfield Four................... -89 
O M -89 
Oo -89 
O -89 
O -89 
0 -89 
0 .89 
a -89 
{J -89 
CJ A 89 
{J 89 
C) MIL AY -89 
0 SER iv YER -89 
(|) LITTLE WOODEN CH H—The Trumpeteers. .89 
() LORD, HOLD MY HAND—The V’ilgrim Travelers .89 
OC WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers.............. .89 
0 1 Got a Mother Gone Home—The Pilgrim Travelers .89 
O TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers............ 89 
OQ DO YOU KNOW HIM?—Bro. Joe May........ — 
O SEARCH ME, LORD—Bro. Joe May............ -89 
© Double Portion of God's Love—Bro. Joe May.... .89 
O BACK TO THE DUST—Angelic Gospel Singers... .89 
(| Touch Me, Lord jJesus—Angelic Gospel Singers.. .89 
© JESUS I'M THANKFUL—The Pilgrim Travelers. .89 
O WHAT A BLESSING—The Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
() Jesus Met Woman at Well—The Pilgrim Travelers .89 
Jesus Hits Like Atom Bomb—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 

e 
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My Affair 

With 

Royalty 
(Continued from Page 35) 


her throat. Dean Hanley continued. 

“T am sure you young ladies have heard 
of our distinguished new student, Prince 
Ras Tamud—” There was a mass sigh, 
mixed with squeals of delight. Old Sour- 
puss stamped her number eights. When 
things quieted down, she went on: “That 
is precisely why I’ve called you here. Such 
uncouth demonstrations are sure to give 
our guest the impression that we’re a 
bunch of heathens! He is to be with us for 
this term, and I can see that all of you 
would disgrace yourselves and Stoney Col- 
lege unless precautions were taken.” 

There was a breathless silence as Dean 
Hanley folded her arms and gave us a 
triumphant smile. “Therefore, I have 
suggested that the prince remain incognito 
during his stay here!” 

That did it! The assembly broke up in a 
bedlam of boos and catcalls, with all the 
girls talking at once, begging Dean Han- 
ley to relax her order. Ducking Cree in 
the confusion, I dashed outside and headed 
for the library. One of the papers for the 
past week probably had a picture of the 
prince, I reasoned. I rushed to the refer- 
ence room and hurriedly leafed through 
the pages of the five or six papers usually 
kept on file there. But all I could find 
were articles announcing that Prince Ras 
Tamud had chosen Stoney as one of the 
\merican colleges he would attend before 
returning to Ethiopia. There was no pic- 
ture. 

I grabbed up the papers for a week ear- 
lier. My heart leaped as I caught sight of 
the royal name in a headline and a picture 
nearby. But it was not a good photograph 
and the ink had smeared. It could have 
been a picture of any fellow on campus! 
Nevertheless, I ripped the picture out and 
slipped it into my purse. One of the other 
girls might get the same idea. 

Leaving the library, I went to the regis- 
trar’s office. I knew a girl who worked in 
the files division. She owed me a favor 
in return for some help I’d given her in 
math. I was positive that Ruth could not 

only show me Prince Tamud’s student 
identification photo, but tell me the ficti- 
tious name he was using as well. 

But there, my luck was even worse. 
Ruth, I learned from the president’s secre- 
tary. had gotten a new job, working in the 
office of the mathematics department, of 
all places! Just at that moment, a tall, 
good looking fellow came out of one of the 
side offices and walked slowly toward me. 
He wore his hair cut close, but his long, 
high-bridged nose and full, well-shaped 
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lips, gave his face a foreign appearance. 
He was dressed much the same as any 
other fellow on campus, but if anything, 
his slacks were of a finer tweed. His 
sweater looked like the cashmere you buy 
in Europe. 

We were both staring at each other open- 
ly, but he was the first to recover. He gave 
me a wink as he passed. and murmured, 
“Hello, princess.” Then he was gone. 
Prince Tamud! The words froze on my 
lips. I pulled out the blurred newspaper 
photo and examined it, but could tell noth- 


ing. 


HE NEXT few days, every girl at 

school engaged in a regular manhunt. 
The fellows entered into the spirit of the 
thing—poking fun at us, of course—by 
going around talking with an “African ac- 
cent,” dressing the way they imagined an 
Ethiopian prince would dress, and offering 
to point out the “real” prince—for a price. 
Those were hectic days. 

I considered myself better off than my 
classmates, because I had a clue to the 
prince’s identity. As I thought about it, 
that clue blossomed into what I considered 
proof positive. The man I saw must have 
been a new student, because I had seen 
him come out of the registrar’s office. Why 
would he have called me “princess” if he 
were not Ras Tamud? I said nothing, 
not even to Cree. I had the prince staked 
out and I was waiting only until the an- 
nual Spring Hop, when the students picked 
their steady dates for the year, to claim 
him. 

The custom was for the girls to attend 
unescorted and the fellows without girls, 
unless they’d decided to keep last year’s 
steadies. I was standing alone near the 
bandstand just before the promenade. 
when I heard a voice at my elbow. “Hi. 
princess!” 

I didn’t have to turn around to see who 
it was. My throbbing heart told me! I 
felt his hand on my arm, leading me onto 
the floor. His fingers sent a ecstatic thrill 
racing through me. Then he spun me into 
his arms and our eyes met at last. It was 
he—my prince charming! 

“Who are you?” he asked, his lips 
against my tingling ear. 

“Donna Towles,” I answered. 

“Td rather call you ‘princess’,” he said 
softly. 

“What’s—what’s your name?” I held my 
breath expectantly. 

“Does it matter?” he countered. “Yes, 
I guess it does. My name is J. Gordon 
Fenwick.” 

I almost burst out laughing. That name 
was a phoney if there ever was one! I 
managed to keep a straight face. “I'll just 
call you ‘Jay,’ if you don’t mind,” I told 
him. 

His arm tightened around me and we 
whirled to the music a couple of times. 
“Your wish is my command, princess!” 


Jay said. 


That night, I had all sorts of delicious 





dreams, in which I was an Ethiopj 


princess, sitting on a double throne with 
Jay wearing a golden crown exactly lik. 


Jay’s who was seated beside me. The de 
tails of my lovely vision were lost in ; 
pleasant haze. All I remembered when | 
awoke was a feeling of sublime conten, 
Cree noticed the dreamy smile on my lips 
as I lay in bed thinking about Jay. 

“I wouldn’t dare offer you a penny {y 
your thoughts this time,” she remarked 
“It’s easy to see they’re worth a million” 

“You're so right!” I yawned, stretching 
luxuriously. 

She came over and sat on my bed, he 
knees tucked up under her chin. “TI don} 
understand you, Donna.” she said. “Eyer 
coed at Stoney is on pins and needles up. 
til Ras Tamud is found. But you're no 
the least bit concerned.” 

Smiling secretly, I said, “I’ve found the 
man I want, Cree, darling. Jay is and he's 
all the prince I need!” 

Looking back on that lovely spring, | 
marvel at my naive acceptance of the 
dream castles I built. Because I wanted 
Jay to be a prince, and because I wanted 
him to fall in love with me, I questioned 
nothing. It was not a question of my heart 
ruling my head. I wasn’t in love with Jay, 
only with the glamour with which I sur. 
rounded him. 

Jay was a wonderful companion. He 
was charming, thoughtful and considerate, 
just as I'd always imagined royalty, or a 
foreign lover to be. On Friday evenings 
we used to sit out on the campus with 
other couples, listening to the outdoor 
band concerts. With our backs against a 
giant oak tree and our arms entwined, | 
was content to let things drift toward the 
goal I'd set for myself. Long before the 
concert was over, couples would drift of 
into the shadows, leaving the true music 
lovers and older folks near the bandstand. 
Jay and I had a favorite bench that was 
screened from the main path by a clump 
of willows. 

One Friday night as we made our way 
to our bench, the band was playing a 
medley of songs from operettas. One of 
the songs was familiar and I began to hum 
the melody. 

“Beautiful song,” Jay remarked. “What 
is it?” 

“It’s called ‘One Alone,” I told him. 
“From the operetta ‘New Moon’—I think.” 

We sat down and I rested my head on 
his shoulder. His arm slipped around my 
waist and held me tight. “One alone— 
he murmured. “Donna—do you think 
that’s true? That for each one of us there 
is one person we are destined to love?” 

“Oh, Jay, I’m sure of it!” I turned my 
face up to his and whispered, “You and 
I—we were meant for each other.” 

“Donna—you mean that?” he asked, his 
voice trembling with emotion. His hand 
caressed my hair. I nodded, and he said: 
“Darling—I never dreamed you'd feel the 
same way as I[ felt about you, never 
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- brushed my fingertips across his lips. 

“Don’t you see? I feel this way because 
you are what you are?” I whispered, all 
this time telling myself that I was being 
quite frank and honest about the whole 
thing. If Jay wanted to read deeper mean- 
ing to my words, I couldn’t prevent it. My 
conscience was clear—I felt the way I did 
about him precisely because of what he 
was. a member of royalty. He was not only 
my Prince Charming, but more important 
to me, a _prince—period. 

[ felt his lips against mine, and my heart 
soared up among the top branches of the 
trees that sheltered us, borne aloft by the 
slamour, the excitement that comes with 
the realization of day dreams treasured 
forso many years. With my heart beating 
close to Jay’s it was not hard to convince 
myself that I really loved him. 

[saw Jay every opportunity I had, but it 
was not as often as I would have liked. He 
lived off-campus with a private family, a 
fact that strengthened my belief that he 
was Ras Tamud, masquerading under an- 
other name to avoid publicity. There were 
other evidences, too. His 
speech, for instance. It was very precise, 
with a clipped accent totally different from 
any I’d heard before. 


manner of 


SUPPOSE you can guess the outcome 

of all my careful planning and schem- 
ing to lead Jay around to the point of ask- 
ing me to be his wife. What is important 
is how it happened. 

The weeks sped by and soon it was June. 
To everyone at Stoney that two 
things—the end of the term, and the 
mer prom. But to me, June meant only 
one thing—my chance to become a bride in 
that traditional month for wedding bells. 

After studying my slim bank balance, | 
decided to splurge. bought a fabulous 
formal outfit that included a dazzling gown. 
I was sure it would create a sensation. It 
wrecked my budget, but 
my ail on what I hoped and prayed would 
be a chance to have dozens of similar out- 
fits, plus everything else my heart desired. 

When Jay called for me the night of 
the prom, he took one look and whistled 
his amazed appreciation. “Darling, 
sound exactly like an American wolf!” I 
laughed, pleased at his response. 

“Donna, that outfit would rate wolf calls 
anywhere in the world!” he exclaimed, 
leading me out of the dorm living room. 

“Africa, too?” I fished. 

He devoured me with his eyes. “They'd 
love you in Africa! But you don’t have to 
go se far from home for that.” He gath- 
ered me into his arms and smeared my lip- 
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stick. But I was too happy to mind. That 
ecstatic mood continued throughout the 
dance. Life had never seemed so wonder- 


ful as I danced with Jay and every other 
fellow who managed to cut in. I was sud- 


denly the most popular girl in the school. 
Then, when Dean Hanley and the presi- 
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= Ai t Last! any woman with a 


PROBLEM BUST LINE 


can now fashion her own Ge amour Fit ! 


With Adjust-0-Magic you can mold an attractive, alluring bust line. Simply 
cross and clip Adjust-0-Magic’s patented front bend for individual glamour 
fit. Here’s the way to get perfect SEPARATION, UPLIFT, and smooth 
CONTOUR and COMFORT. Adjust-0-Magic’s accentuated cups give YOUR 
bustline a youthful and graceful appearance. 


oe seaaene STRAP STYLE 
No. A711 cotton broadcloth... aa $3.95 Nude, White, Black 
“Wo. A271 fayon satin 
$3.95 Nude, White, Blue 
No. A3711 nylon $4.95 Nude, White, Blue 


B Cup Sizes 34-44 m= 


C Cup Sizes 34-46 
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Adjust-0-Magic bandeau permits 






CROSS AND CLIP 
FOR GLAMOUR FIT 








HOOKS IN FRONT 
WATCH THE EFFECT 
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pep tay = fw You will 
marvel at the firm support and 
the longed for youthful lines Ad- 
just-O-Magic gives YOUR figure 
Ce a ets aan ten 
C cup im sizes 34 to 42 White, Tearose, Bive 


RUSH THIS ORDER FORM TODAY 
WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF-112, 45 East 17th Street, New York, N. Y. 






























Please send me the Adjust-0-Magic Bra | have checked below: i 

! 2 4% Bll 
| LONGLINE—A7I1 $3.95 a 

"R27 3.95 | 8 
—y ! . 495 — “4 -|—| —|—|—_[-]—|- a " 
FULL MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! Sm Ist color choice ____2nd color_3r_ 
Hook in front for easy adjustment. Our guarantee—if Adjust0- | i 
Rah GU 6 NE OR tne Beg a i 
YOUR giamour fit—if it isn’t GLAMOROUS bra you 5 no eee aie 
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have ever worn, send it back for refund of purchase price. 
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SKIN 
NOBODY 
LOVES! 


Pimple-Rashes Cancel Out Romance 


Don’t neglect an externally caused pimply 
broken out skin that nobody loves to touch! 
Apply wonderfully medicated Poslam Ointment 
tonight—check results next morning after just 
one application! 

Poslam contains all 9 ingredients well known 
to skin specialists—works faster, more effectively 
to help you to a finer complexion. Apply it after 
washing skin with non-alkali Poslam Soap. At 
druggists everywhere—costs so little, 
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SEND NOK MON EY—Fully: Guaranteed 
dest ut tree oe ee SYSTEM f. or T Goze. then 


Pt Forms Ey Pomade pis } Ligeia. “SE SEND F END FOR pat aed 
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JUEL CO, 4727 N. Damon, Dept A320, Chicago25, ill. 
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Drunkenness ruins Health, Happiness. BREAK THE DRINKING CYCLE QUICKLY 
-.- INEXPENSIVELY! Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid that tends to promote 
aversion (dislike) toward AL oi inteeonae drinks. Not cla: as a permanent “‘cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of withdrawal ol ee patersuphe drinking cycle and causes 
many to turn from liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A vr ™ rope of tl this wonderful AL- 
COREM eliminates desire for more aa GUA ED Pure and Effective. 
Aversion treatment is recognized by odicel pth nk ALCOREM comes ready to 
use ae inetete: ~— included—NO Bi KS TO READ—need not cause excessive 
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Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 








New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 


With This Craving For liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
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LAUGH AND PLAY 

WHEN UPSET TUMMY’S 

GONE AWAY! 


Mothers Rave About 

this wonderful 
Laxative-Stomach 
& Sweetener 


When constipation occasionally upsets little 
stomachs, children often act up, have tantrums, 
or sulk because they feel miserable, can’t eat 
or sleep right. That’s why wise mothers give 
Syrup of Black-Draught whenever youngsters 
are sluggish, suffer gassy —— upset, sour 
stomach, or bad breath from constipation, 
They know its wonderful laxative action can 
help sweeten such sour stomach, too! Then 
bow a child’s disposition improves! 


Sweeten Stomach to Sweeten Child! 


Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey-sweet so 
children take it eagerly. Made of nature’s pure 
vegetable herbs—selected to act thoroughly, 
but gently. No harsh griping. Given at bed- 

time, brings comforting relief in morning— 
thus helps sweeten sour stomach too. Your 
child virtually sleeps away these constipation 
worries! Next day youngsters laugh and play! 
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Get Syrup of Black-Draught from druggists. 
Works wonders for a child’s good nature! 
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dent of the college mounted the bandstand 
to make an announcement, I was positive 
that in a few moments I would be the envy 
of every girl at Stoney. Dean Hanley, 
looking surprisingly chic in a new dress, 
held up her hands for silence. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she said into 
the microphone, “I’m sure you will all be 
interested in what I am about to say.” 

“This ought to be good,” Jay said to me, 
as we joined the other couples crowding 
around the platform. 

“You're telling me!” I replied, trying to 
sound casual. 

“For the past few months,” Dean Hanley 
continued, “our school has been honored 
by the presence of a most distinguished 
student, in the person of a member of 
Ethiopian royalty. I would like now to 
present him to you.” A murmur of sup- 
pressed excitement ran through the crowd- 
ed hall. 

“Unfortunately, he will be leaving us 
soon, but right now I shall call on him for 
a few words—ladies and gentlemen, Ras 
Tamud!” 

I held my breath and waited. All 
around the room, necks craned to see which 
of the fellows would go up there. Then I 
realized that Jay, like all the others, was 
glancing around the room. I grabbed his 
arm and shook it impatiently. “Well, what 
are you waiting for?” I demanded. 

But my words were drowned in a sudden 
burst of applause. I looked up in confu- 
sion. There, mounting the steps to the 
platform, was a fellow I didn’t even re- 
member having seen before! 

“He doesn’t look like so much, 
Jay murmur. 

I whirled on him like a little wildcat. 

“You mean you're not a prince?” I 
screamed. “You sneak. You phony! I 
hate you.” 

Gathering up my skirt, I turned on my 
heel and fled out one of the side doors. 
As I ran across the campus to the dorm, 


” T heard 


the applause from the auditorium thy 
dered after me, sounding for all the wor} 
like the noise of my crumbling dream 
ee 
I refused to leave my room for a couy) 
of days after that, living on fruit and mij 
Cree brought to me. I was in a daze, » 
able to focus my confused mind on 
thing except the awful collapse of my ply 
to become a princess. Eventually, I cap, 
out of the fog. Although no one else kne 
the reason for my strange illness, I thigh 
Cree guessed what had happened. S$} 
never said anything. Once I started gy, 
ting out again among the _ students, | 
learned things I should have known 
along, except for my own stupid bling 
ness. 
Far from being visiting royalty, Jay wa 
a penniless student from Boston. His Ney 
England background explained his accep, 
which I had assumed was that of an Ethj 
opian prince, schooled in England. Thi 
was bad enough, but when I learned thy 
he had thought I was the daughter of ; 
wealthy California insurance executive aly 
named Towles, my punishment was con 
plete. For after discovering that I had 
neither wealth nor prominent family tig 
Jay dropped completely out of my life, 
I realized then that my greed had mak 
me a perfect target, for Jay was mere 
returning the compliment I was _ paying 
him. In my receptive state of mind, I ha 
been unable to see that we each of us a 
tributed to the other qualities we wanted 
for selfish purposes. Neither had bea 
willing to accept the other at face value. 
For the past six months I’ve been wait 
ing table for eight and 10 hours a day in 
order to live. Next week I’m going back 
to Stoney College to take up where I lef 
off. I’ve decided that since I'll never be: 
princess, with all my wants royally pw 
vided for, a college education will help m 
make a living. 


THE END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 8) 


or in too smug a manner—with “and I 
would have done so tonight if they hadn’t 
taken me straight to the hospital.” When 
she understands that you were run down by 
a truck, Mother naturally realizes you 
couldn’t come home until they set the leg 
and sealed the cast. 

However, my troubled little adolescent 
friends, if your excuse is lame from reasons 
other than broken bones, flash fires and 
sudden transportation tie-ups due to a na- 
tion-wide strike, stop with the second “yes, 
Mother.” Being diplomatic with parents is 
fine, but don’t play the old folks short. 
Most of the tricks that you think figments 
of your fertile brain went out with the 
Charleston and the two cent stamp. If 
mamma and papa are overly skeptical, you 
made them that way. 

Much of the at home turmoil, however, 
need never happen in the first place. If you 


weren’t so thoughtless, selfish, irresponsible 
and devilishly ornery, there would be m 
mother-daughter, father-son question anl 
answer periods without the. answers. One 
you get into hot water, you can still bed 
the rap (I mean bop) by coming clea 
before the elders get going. Using thi 
hypothetical coming home late case agail, 
for an example. Confess. Confess befor 
they attack. Unless Ma and Pa are waiting 
up for you, club in hand, at the parlor 
door, go directly to them wherever they at 
and lay it on the line. 

Honesty is always disarming. It is? 
quality admired by friends and employes 
in later life as well as parents and teacher 
now. Better yet, honesty does aw 
with all the mental effort involved in mab 
ing up a good story and planning a flaw 
less defense. 

If you use the “I dood it” method, yu 
will not only steal the Big Gun’s thunde, 
but you can never be accused of “talking 


back.” 
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Child 

Of 

Shame 
(Continued from Page 21) 


yatching me. I tried to slow down to a 
gtural walk. But. as soon as I figured I 
yas out of sight, I stepped up the pace. 
[had to get home so I could think. 

Once home, I rushed to my room, took 
of my clothes and fell across the bed. 
Then. I began to scheme: 

What I would do, I finally decided, was 
play around with Audrey, make her fall in 
love with me. Then, I would ask her to 
marry me, and... 

Yes, that was the perfect plan. I’d get 
my revenge on Martin. My mother would 
be avenged at last. The more I worked out 
the idea, the more I was seized with a sen- 
ation that almost made my blood run 
wld. My breath came and went in short 
gurts as excitement grew within me. This 
yas my mission. I knew it. I had to make 
my father pay . and pay . and pay 
-with the same kind of misery he had 
dealt out to my mother and, indirectly. to 
me. * 

| never got to sleep that night, but I 
wasn’t tired at work the next day. I didn’t 
need rest, not with thoughts about my plan 
taking all my interest. I tried to rush the 
day away, avoiding Jim. All I wanted to do 
was get the work over, go home and dress, 
then call Audrey, 

That day seemed longer than any I had 
worked before, but it finally ended and I 
rushed home. In a matter of minutes, my 
hands trembling on the corner drugstore 
phone, I was dialing Audrey’s number. A 
man answered. 

“Is Audrey in?” I asked. 

“Who's calling?” the voice asked. 
“Uh...” I fumbled as I suddenly re- 
membered that I had neglected one detail, 
thinking up a phony name! 

“Who’s calling?” the man’s voice asked 
again. 

“Steve,” I replied. 
“Just a minute,” 
Tl call her.” 

I could hear the music of a radio as | 
waited for Audrey to come to the phone. 
Then I heard her footsteps. 

“Hello, Steve?” 
ores,” 
hearted, “It’s me, baby. How’re you do- 


ing?” 


Walker 


answered. 


“Steve 


the voice 


I said, trying to sound light- 


“Fine, Steve,” she said gaily. “I’m so 
glad you called.” 

“Look,” I asked urgently, “what are you 
doing tonight ?” 

“Nothing. Why?” 

“How would you like to see the show at 
the Regal?” I asked. 

‘Td love it.” she said. 











“Okay, I'll be there in. a_ half 
hour—” 

“Where are you now?” she asked. 

“In the corner drugstore at 35th and 
South Park,” I told her. “Why?” 


“Oh, I just wanted to know if I could 


say. 


save us some time,” she purred. “Suppose 
I meet you at the Regal?” 
Yes, that would save a bit of time. 


“That'll be swell,” I said. 

I saw Audrey that evening and several 
Everything was work- 
ing out perfectly for me because somehow 
she always agreed to meet me. That way, 
I didn’t have to see her father until I was 
completely ready to spring my plan on him. 


evenings thereafter. 


NE NIGHT, however, after we had seen 

a love picture, I discovered something 
that set me back. I honestly liked being 
with Audrey. Our kissing and love-making, 
of course, was just an act with me, al- 
though it was on the level with her. 

But, to my own dismay, I discovered that 
she was good fun. Her flippant manner, I 
found, was something of a camouflage. I 
was glad because I didn’t mean to carry 
my plan beyond the point of decency. 

The discovery that I actually liked Au- 
drey complicated things for a while, but I 
convinced myself that I would have to go 
through with the plan, regardless of my 
personal feelings. My mother had spent a 

I had vowed to get 
Nothing 


lifetime of misery. 
revenge. That was my mission. 
could stop me. 

and 


She in- 


I guess we went out a dozen times 
I never went up to her apartment. 
vited me. but each time I had some excuse. 
Either it was too late at night or there was 
But 
the time came when I had to make my last 


All I had to 


something “important” I had to do. 


big step. The plan was ripe. 
do was make the harvest. 
We 


Her folks were out of town and she had 


were at Audrey’s place one night. 


cooked a delicious dinner for me. I was 
getting ready to leave and had called her 
attention to a really comical story in the 
evening newspaper about Lil Abner get- 
ting married. I had a mischievious idea. 
Suddenly I wanted to be very dramatic, to 
shock her 
“Audrey,” I said, with all seriousness, 
“we've known each other a little while now. 
We've gone out and had fun. I think we're 
a perfect match. What would you say if 
|... if | asked you to marry me?” 
She looked into my eyes—and I knew 


when she least expected it. 


the answer before she spoke. 
“Oh, Steve,” said, “I 
‘yes’ and I'd try to be a perfect wife- 
“l’m glad, Audrey,” I said, “very glad.” 


she would say 


“Come on,” she said eagerly, “let’s break 
the news to my parents—” 

I don’t know whether it was cold feet, 
conscience or what. But. I suddenly want- 
ed to postpone telling her parents and 
springing my trap of revenge. 

“Well.” I said after a moment's thought. 

















LONG, THICK 
HAIR STARTS! 


Highest medical authorities agree that 
hair grows and is fed from the scalp... 
and that a healthy scalp is a MUST for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp... is it tight 
or sore? Does it itch? Is it crusted with 
dandruff and greasy deposits of heavy 
hair dressings? Has it been abused with 
hot combs, marcel irons or straighten- 
ers? If you answer yes to any of these, 
you may be cheating yourself of a nor- 
mally healthy scalp where naturall 
thick, luxuriously long hair grows! IT’ 
SO EASY TO FIND OUT! Try amazing 
new SCALP TREET with Sulfur for one 
full month at our 
risk! SCALP TREET, 
containing the sub- 
stance that is part of 
hair itself, soothing 
LANOLIN and other 
proved ingredients, 
does these 5 things 
with massage: (1) al- 
lays itching, (Scratch- 
ing can cause hair 
loss.) (2) stimulates 
blood circulation of scalp surface, (3) 
removes loose dandruff, (4) soothes ir- 
ritation and tenderness, (5) ‘‘exercises”’ 
to help keep scalp normally loose .. . 
not tight. Try wonderful SCALP TREET 
not just one time or a few days, but 
FOR A FULL MONTH. If you can’t 
actually see and feel the difference in 
your scalp and hair, ALL YOUR MONEY 
BACK! No where, at any price, is there 
| anything finer or better for your scalp 
than SCALP TREET with SULFUR. 
} One Month Treatment sent postpaid for 
| only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) or 
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home at night to help her. 
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“I'll meet your folks soon. But, let’s wait 
and see how they take to me before we tell 
them. Let’s do that later.” 

She was a bit dismayed, but she said: 
“If that’s the way you want it, Steve, okay.” 


My first thought, as I entered the luxuri- 
ously-decorated apartment of the Wallaces 
the next night was of the shabby, rat-infest- 
ed place we lived in after Martin ditched 
my mother. The contrast seemed as sharp as 
that between Lake Shore Drive and lower 
State Street. This was the picture of pros- 
perity. Audrey went to get her parents who 
were somewhere in the other rooms. As I 
sat down, gazing at the large mirrors and 
beautiful pictures hung around the wall, 
the fine combination set and piano, and 
the solid mahogany furniture, I wondered 
what Martin’s “angle” was now? Had he 
hit the jackpot somehow? 

I was startled when Audrey returned 
with her parents. The man—who had to 
be Martin—was anything but the villain I 
had painted him. He was tall, fair com- 
plexioned, and intelligent-looking. His suit 
was tailored from expensive material and 
fit him well. Slight brushings of gray hair 
around the temples added dignity to his 
six-foot frame. : 

He came toward me, a cordial smile on 
his face, his hand out-stretched. “You must 
be Steve,” he said, warmly. “I’m Audrey’s 
father, Mr. Wallace.” 

I managed to acknowledge the introduc- 
tion, placing my hand rather limply into 
his firm grip. Then, Audrey introduced me 
to her mother—a pleasingly-plump little 
woman with laugh rings around her eyes. 

“So you're the one who’s been keeping 
\udrey awake nights,” she said in mock- 
scolding. “We've heard a lot about you— 
it’s as if we know you already.” 

I tried not to reflect my feelings. I was 
all turned around. This most definitely 
wasn’t the set-up I had expected. Here, 
at least on the surface—was a respectable 
man I had believed a snake. Looking at 
him, shaking his hand, talking to him, I 
couldn’t picture him being cruel to a wom- 
an and to his own child. The man I hated 
was vicious, low, and ugly of character. 
This Mr. Wallace didn’t appear to fit the 
Had mother lied to me all these 
years? Was she the one at fault? Was 
that the reason why she had never brought 
Was she the 


mould. 


any action against Martin? 
real cause of all my misery? 

I was confused, mixed-up. All my well- 
laid plans seemed to crumble right at my 
feet. At the same time these thoughts 
raced through my head, I was forced to 
keep up a front of cordiality with the Wal- 
laces. 

I was glad when I finally got out of 
there. Audrey and I kissed at the door; 
she reminded me that I must come again 
soon so we could tell her parents about our 
engagement. As I turned to leave, she 
held up her third finger, left hand—the 
ring! I was supposed to get her an en- 
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gagement ring, like other fellows got for 
other girls! 


On the way home, I decided I needed 
help before I could go any further. / had 
to be sure. If Martin were indeed the man 
I had thought he was, then I was going 
through with my plan, regardless. But, 
if my mother was lying, then I’d have to 
forget the whole thing. I couldn’t ask 
mother again, however, because if she had 
lied before, and all these years, she would 
keep on lying. What I needed was a pri- 
vate detective. Meanwhile, I would keep 
away from Audrey. What I realized now 
was that Audrey had become so important 
to me that my feeling for her had made me 
doubt my own mother. But, I told myself, 
how could anything good come out of my 
falling in love with my own half-sister. 


NSTEAD OF going to work the next day, 

I went downtown to a private investiga- 
tor’s office and engaged his services. I 
didn’t tell him my whole story—just that I 
was engaged to a girl and was a bit suspi- 
cious of her father. I wanted to have him 
confirm or deny my suspicions. The price 
he charged was tremendous, but I decided 
to use almost all of my savings. It was 
that important. 

It was a week before he gave me his re- 
port. In the meantime, Jim said Audrey 
was wondering what had happened to me. 
When I called his office—on a Saturday 
morning, as I recall—he said he had the 
information I wanted. 

I rode downtown with my heart in my 
throat. If he proved Martin a “right guy,” 
then all my planning was for nothing and 
I had committed a personal crime against 
Audrey by leading her on. If Martin was 
really bad, I would go through with my 
plan for revenge. 

The private detective confirmed what 
mother had told me. 

“Seems like your man leads a Dr. Jekyll 
and Mr. Hyde.-life.” he said. “‘People in 
the apartment building where he lives 
think he is a respectable business man. He 
goes to church often, treats his family fair- 
ly well, although he and his wife almost 
split recently over a young girl he keeps 
on the side. But, get this: he’s in narcotics 
and prostitution. I understand he almost 
got in trouble with a woman years ago 
about a child, but talked and bought his 
(He was talking about 
He’s had one or two 


way out of that. 
mother and me.) 
scrapes with the law, but has bought up 
quite a bit of influence with the police in 
his area. All his business is far north of 
his residence and it’s run from a bar front. 
He—” 

I cut the detective short. That was all I 
needed to know. I was right at first. I 
could go through with my plan. I felt all 
the more justified about it now because 
there was no criminal on earth lower than 
a man who would help people become ad- 
dicted to drugs, I reasoned. Yes, I would 







spring my trap of revenge—and Id sprig, 
it that night! 


When you know something for certajp 
it’s rather easy to see through a front. 4, 
I looked at Martin, and talked with hin 
that Saturday night, I could detect the oq 
mixture of cunning and coarseness typieg 
of successful crooks. His clothes were jug 
a bit too immaculate for a man who worke 


honestly. His fingernails were too fineh 
manicured. Every strand of hair was neg, 
ly in place. He was too smooth, too han. 


some. His hands were too soft. I was jy 
doubt no longer. 

“IT understand that you and Audrey hay 
something to tell us.” he said after a whik 
and in a fatherly sort of voice. 

I was momentarily surprised. but , 
glance at Audrey told me that she hadp} 
kept our secret. I was as calm as Jo 
Louis chopping down a bum of the month 
as I hit Martin full in the face with the 
things I had been saving for a long time, 

“Well.” I said—and I felt sorry fo 
Audrey, knowing this would break he, 
heart. “I thought at first that it would 
work out—Audrey and I, that is. But, | 
know it’s impossible now.” 

He looked at me curiously as if to say, 
“What kind of talk is that for a man who 
has proposed?” I continued: 

“No, I don’t see how it will, or could, 
work out—” 

“Quite naturally,” he said, “this comes 
as a surprise. Of course, you hadn’t asked 
us, but when Audrey told us this afternoon 
we ... well, we figured that if she loved 
you enough to marry you, we wouldn't 
stand in the way. But, now, you talk as 
though it’s off. Would you rather that we 
left so that you and Audrey can talk it 
over alone. I’m sure you can—” 

“No, Mr. Wallace, what I have to say 
concerns you more than it does Audrey, 
though she’ll probably be hurt by it.” 

He didn’t understand at all, or feigned 
not to. “How does it concern me, other 
than as Audrey’s father?” 

“Well, in the first place,” I said “I don't 
think I would like to marry the daughter 
of a man who is running a narcotics and 
prostitution business. It wouldn’t be good 
for us if you were arrested and a scandal 
broke—” 

Wallace’s face flushed. His wife gasped, 
throwing her hand up to her face. Audrey 
sat dumbfounded for a second, then flared: 

“Steve! Are you out of your mind? 
What is this nonsense you’re talking?” 

“It’s no nonsense,” I told her. “Your 
father always has been a crook. Right 
now, he’s one of the biggest narcotics ped- 
dlers in the city and his prostitution bus: 
ness, taking advantage of innocent young 
high school girls mostly, is what also helps 
keep this apartment luxurious. It may 
hurt you and your mother to find out, but 
it’s better this way than having an FBI 
man walk in unexpectedly—” 

“Where’d you get your information?” 
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Martin asked weakly, trying to brazen it 
out. 

Audrey jumped up. 
true, father?” 

“J didn’t say that,” he said, but his eyes 
didn’t rise to meet hers. 

“It’s no matter where I got it,” I said. 
“It’s fact and you know it. But, there’s 
more—the real reason why I can’t marry 
Audrey.” 

As stunned as they were, the three of 
them waited with bated breath for me to 
tell more. 

“What is it?” Martin asked. And, I 
sprang it— the one Id been saving all that 
time to get revenge for my mother. 

“The real reason,” I said, “is because 
Audrey is related to me, after a fashion. 
She’s my half-sister, that is. My name 
isn't Steve Walker; it’s Steve Wallace. My 
mother is Helen Gable—the woman you 
took advantage of years ago then left flat, 
Mr. Martin. I am the boy, your son, who 
lived with rats and mice, ate crackers and 
cheese, played with tin cans and old tires, 
and was shunned—all because you were a 
no-good, because you always were and al- 
ways Will be. Mr. Wallace, bah! Martin 
Wallace the dope peddler, the pimp, the 
hustler, the crook, is more like it!” 

I had flashed those words like electric 
sparks. After I got through, I was mo- 
mentarily spent. I expected an explosion, 
hot-denials from him, loud protests from 
Audrey, and possibly from Mrs. Wallace. 
But, nothing panned out that way. 

Martin got up slowly, put on his coat 
and hat deliberately and walked back into 
the apartment. 

Mrs. Wallace got up slowly and went 
upstairs. 

Audrey looked at me with fathomless 
“T hope you're satisfied,” she told 


“You mean it’s 


eyes, 
me bitterly. 

She walked into the kitchen. 

I followed her. 

“I've been waiting for years for this mo- 
ment,” I told her harshly. “Waiting to get 
even with life. It’s been a long game of 
tag, baby, and unfortunately, you’re it.” 


I didn’t see Audrey for a month, or more, 
after that. I didn’t want to see her. Fact 
is, 1 was sorry for her and her mother. As 
it turned out, they knew nothing of Mar- 
tin’s crookedness. Mrs. Wallace had mar- 
tied him in Detroit and took it for granted 
that he was a legitimate business man just 


ashe said he was. Mother showed neither 


gladness nor remorse when I told her what 
I had done. Altogether, it was a rather 
hollow victory. 

I was leaving work one day with Jim 
when I heard a voice call from a parked 
cab. I went over and was surprised to 
see Audrey and her mother. 

“Get in,” Audrey said. 

I didn’t really know whether I should or 
not, but I told Jim goodbye and got in any- 
way. There was more embarrassed silence 
than anything else until we were seated in 
their apartment. 

Then, Mrs. Wallace opened the conver- 
sation. 

“Steve.” she said. “Audrey and I have 
discussed this whole thing pro and con. 
Martin has left for good. At first we felt 
badly toward you. But we’ve thought 
things over calmly and we realize that you 
were only human enough to want revenge. 
Perhaps,” she paused and I thought I 
heard a catch in her voice. “Perhaps you 
have done us a favor. We would have 
never known about Martin’s double life, if 
it hadn’t been for you.” 

She hesitated, then continued. 

“Frankly, I don’t know whether you did 
the wisest thing in taking it out on Audrey, 
a perfectly innocent party. Audrey didn’t 
know it before and we hadn’t intended to 
tell her. She’s an adopted child. That 
means that if being together for the rest of 
your lives would make you two youngsters 
happy, there’s nothing to stand in the way, 
since you're not in any manner related.” 

My heart leapt with joy. I could see a 
sun shining through the clouds which had 
always hovered over my entire life. I could 
admit to myself now that I was in love 
with Audrey; that, during the time I had 
sought revenge, I had found my heart’s 
desire. 

There was one thing Audrey made me 
promise to do, however, before she would 
agree to marry me. 

“Never, never again carry hate in your 
heart and try to take it out on others, dar- 
ling,” she pleaded with me. “Promise me 
that you won’t ever. You know what the 
Greatest Person who ever lived said. He 
said ‘vengeance is Mine.’ ” 

I promised her that I would always re- 
member that. I will because, in my book, 
some divine influence had a great deal to 
do with changing my hatred into love for 
a sweet girl; making me over from a child 
of shame into a happy, beloved husband. 


THE END 
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in June. There’s so much to tell about him, 
but it will just have to keep till he and 
Alice come to visit us in the summer. Wish 
me lots of happiness, darling. 
Your loving sister, 
Marian.” 
P. S. Don’t marry Frankie Belton. 
are a lot of better men around.” 

That minute, a familiar step sounded on 
the porch outside. I jerked open the cash 
register to stuff the letter under a pile of 
dollar bills. The screen door opened and 
in walked Frankie. 

“Hi, beautiful,” he sang out. Then his 
eye caught sight of the picture lying on the 
counter. 

“Say. who’s this guy?” he asked sus- 
piciously. 

“Oh, nobody. Just Marian’s new boy 
friend,” I said casually. 

Frankie lost interest. “Probably some 
long hair. That’s the only kind Marian 
would go for. Come to tell you I'll pick 
you up at eight for the Congress Club 
dance.” 

After Frankie left, I put the picture in 
the register with Marian’s letter. But all 
afternoon, I found myself stealing glances 
at it. Gilbert Fulton’s likeness haunted me, 
that evening, as I danced with Frankie 
Belton. Gilbert’s courageous, firmly-etched 
chin had made me suddenly aware of 
Frankie’s weak, receding one. Everything 
else in the picture compared with the visible 
presence of the man who swung me around 
to waltzes and bop. Gilbert’s face was 
still stamped in my mind when I gave 
Frankie an unfeeling good-night kiss, at 
my door and ran into the house. 


There 


OUR-MONTHS passed. There were 

more letters from Marian and more 
snapshots of her and Gilbert. Each letter 
and picture stirred in me a guilty interest. 
that I tried desperately to stifle. I tried to 
fight it by pointedly ignoring the subject of 
Gilbert in my letters to Marian. Then an- 
other letter would come from her, telling 
proudly of some honor Gil had won. I'd 
find myself writing back, plying her with 
eager questions about the man who had 
captured her heart. 

June came. Gilbert and his sister, Alice, 
were to pay us a visit. Marian came home 
a few days in advance to get the house 
ready for their stay. Her whole talk was 
of Gilbert, and the great things they meant 
to do after she had graduated and they 
could be married. “Just wait till you meet 
him, Marian,” she said, giving me a big 
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squeeze. “You'll meet the finest man you've 
ever known in your life.” 
“Just what I’m afraid of—drat it!” I 


told myself. Privately, I resolved to keep 
myself very much in the background while 
Gilbert Fulton was under our roof. 

It was a lovely June afternoon when our 
guests finally arrived. I was waiting in the 
living room with Mom and Pop when they 
entered with Marian who had picked them 
up at the railroad station. Marian made 
the introductions. 

I was barely conscious of the tall, fash- 
ionably-dressed girl who extended a cold 
hand to me. As we exchanged a greeting. 
we knew instantly that we disliked each 
other. But when I grasped the outstretched 
hand of Gilbert, I felt my blood tingle and 
my heart pound. 

For a long minute, I stood there holding 
his hand, looking into the face of the man 
who stood before me in the flesh after so 
many months of eager wonder. Everything 
that I had sensed about him from his pic- 
ture was true. His manliness and the 
warmth with which his eyes swept over me 
made me positively weak. 

I felt his grip on my hand. Then Mar- 
ian coughed tactfully. 

“Better let Gilbert and Alice freshen up,” 
she said. “They should be good and tired 
after a thousand-mile ride.” 

That night, at supper. I kept my eyes 
glued to my plate and off Gilbert. Once 
our fingers touched accidentally as some 
dish was being passed. Each of us felt 
something hot and compelling pass between 
us as our eyes met in a startled flash. I 
decided to let Marian do all the entertain- 
ing of our visitors. But, each morning, 
when they went out to drive in the country 
or make calls, Gilbert managed to get in 
a word with me in the store beforehand. 

“Why didn’t you come to college with 
Marian?” he asked me one day. It was 
almost as if he were asking why he hadn't 
met me before settling on Marian. 

i wanted to tell him I was an adopted 
daughter who didn’t rate the things that 
Pop gave my sister. I wanted to break 
down and let out all the anger I was be- 
ginning to feel because college had meant 
for Marian the chance to meet Gilbert. My 
pride was the only thing that checked me. 

“Oh, I was just too dumb for all that 
education,” I managed to laugh. But after 
Gilbert had left, I stood there stewing. 

\ week after the arrival of our guests 
the local chapter of Gilbert’s fraternity 
threw a party for Gilbert and his sister. 
During an intermission in the dancing, Gil- 
bert and Marian, Frankie Belton and I, 
joined several other couples at a table for 
highballs. 

Frankie was already several drinks ahead 
of everybody else. He ordered a fresh 
highball, then smirked at Gilbert and Mar- 
ian. “Wedding bells are tuning up,” he 
said thickly. “Maybe they ought to be a 
quartette—a double wedding of these two 
with Julia and me.” 

“Making this as an announcement 


“Oh, no,” I 


Frankie?” somebody jibed. 
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put in gayly. “But proposing to me is just 
one more habit Frankie can’t shake off.” 

“Aw, I propose to lotsa people,” Frankie 
said thickly. 

I saw Gilbert’s hand flex in quick anger 
—as if he wanted to answer Frankie’s vul- 
garity with a punch. Frankie saw the ges- 
ture, and nobody missed the glare that 
passed between the two of them. Then the 
band struck up the music. People drifted 
from tables to find partners for the next 
dance. 

When I looked at my card, I saw that 
Gilbert and I were booked for the next 
dance. As we spun along. I could feel the 
nervous trembling of his hand clasping me. 

Abruptly he said, “You’d better watch 
yourself, or you will find Frankie leading 
you to the altar. He’s pretty smooth when 
it comes to breaking down resistance.” 

“He won't break mine,” I laughed. “You 
mustn’t mind Frankie.” 

“T do mind.” His free hand grasped 
my wrist. I could hear his blood pounding 
against mine. “I couldn’t stand seeing your 
life wrecked by some rotter.” 

Our eyes met. but this time, they did not 
wander. For a moment in which dancing 
couples swirled around us, we stood gazing 
at each other. Now everything was on the 
surface between us—everything that we had 
tried so bravely to hide. 

The music stopped. Couples began 
breaking up. Still we stood there, con- 
fused and frightened by this moment of 
revelation. I was vaguely conscious of buzz- 
ing whispers around us. The spell was 
broken only when Marian, her face tense 
and angry. stepped forward to tap Gilbert 
on the shoulder. 

“T hope that you and my sister enjoyed 
your dance, dear.” she said peevishly. “I 
believe that this next dance is ours.” 

It hurt me to see Marian in his arms. I 
had to get out of there. I went looking for 
Frankie and asked him to drive me home. 

“What’s the matter, Julia?” he asked 
testily when we drew up in front of the 
house. “Getting dreamy over the Profes- 
sor?” 

Without answering, I jumped out of the 
car and ran into the house. But as I un- 
dressed for bed, I vowed to build my walls 
high against a love that could not be for me. 

In spite of my vow, fate was already 
forging another link in the growing chain 
binding me to my sister’s lover. For the 
first two days after the dance, Gilbert and I 
barely spoke to each other. I could sense 
that he, too, was putting up his defenses. 
But a few days later a local school official. 
also a member of Gil’s fraternity, phoned 
and offered him a job teaching in our city 
school system. Gil accepted and I knew 
danger was around the corner. 

I tried to make myself believe that I was 
not involved in Gil’s decision to stay but 
my heart told me differently. Almost im- 
mediately, Marian decided to transfer to 
one of the local colleges. 

“Tt’s almost as if Marian were staying 
here to give me battle.” I thought. “Except 
that there is no battle but the one in her 







mind. From now on, I'll steer so clear of 


Gilbert that neither of us will have any. 
thing to fight.” 

Within a few days, our guests went home 
Gilbert went to arrange his affairs. Alig 
had to prepare for her next semester in the 
distant school. During the weeks that fol. 
lowed, I made myself come to grips with my 
attachment for this man whom I had jy 
right to love. 

Facing the problem helped me to hand 
it. Or so I thought. When Gilbert cam 
back in September, I was coolly pleasant, 
but I made it a point not to see too much 
of him. On evenings when he called at the 
house, I always managed to have an errand 
elsewhere. I saw to it that Frankie and| 
had no double dates with Gilbert and Mar. 
ian. I avoided parties where we might mm 
into my sister and her lover. 

Sometimes, I sensed a hurt bafflement jp 
Gilbert’s eyes. At moments like this | 
knew I could have Gil simply by reaching 
out my hand. Loyalty to Marian made me 
fight back that impulse. But the tempta. 
tion became harder to resist. Meanwhile 
Frankie Belton kept pressing me to marry 
him. 

Over cokes, at lodge suppers, and danees 
of local clubs, Frankie half-teased, half. 
begged me to make the altar trip with him. 
Pop backed him up. Pop didn’t think 
much of Frankie’s reputation, but kept 
harping that he was able to support a wile, 
Every time I was on the verge of saying 
yes to Frankie the face of Gilbert Fulton 
rose up to lock my lips. I knew who] 
loved. Even if love stood hopelessly de 
feated by loyalty. [ could never cheapen 
myself by marrying another man who left 
my heart cold and unmoved. 


IVE MONTHS went by with my iron 

will keeping my fiercely-rebelling emo- 
tions under strict control. Winter stays but 
briefly in our part of Texas, while spring 
comes with the first gentle days of Febru- 
ary. A balmy wind was blowing when | 
stepped into a drug store for some lotions. 
How well I remember the date. It was 
February 13th—the day before Valentine. 

Making my selections, I looked up to 
see a familiar face at another counter. 
There stood Gilbert, examining big heart 
shaped boxes of candy. I started to slip 
out unnoticed, but he caught sight of me. 

“Hey there! Wait, Julia,” Gil called. 
“Maybe you'll help me pick out the right 
box for Marian.” 

He took a step nearer. Again I noticed 
that imploring something in his eyes. 

“Why hello, Gilbert,” I said. “I’m afraid 
I can’t be of much help. A gift for a girlis 
something you have to choose for yourself. 
It’s like making up your mind to marry her. 
No one can help you do that either.” 

“Yes, like making up your mind to marty 
her,” he repeated slowly. Only then did 
I understand what a stupid thing I had 
said. If Gil had any doubts about marry 
ing Marian, I should have been the last 
person to remind him of them. 


My knees started shaking. I wanted to 
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get away. and quickly. But, as I turned 
to go, Gilbert reached out and touched my 
arm. 

“The candy can wait,” 
have a coke.” 

[ glanced at my wrist watch, hoping to 
plead some urgent appointment. But the 
watch had stopped, and only the excited 
heat of my heart seemed to sound above 
the reeling confusion of my mind. 

“Come on,” Gilbert coaxed. “You look 
alin. The coke will help.” 

“All right.” I consented. “I'll have a coke 
with my future brother-in-law,” emphasiz- 
ing the brother-in-law. 

We sat down. It was impossible to be 
distant and reserved in that tight little 
hooth. When the waiter served the cokes 
our hands met and not accidentally. Gil- 
hert’s fingers seized mine for a tense, silent 
second. Then both of us groping 
awkwardly for something to say. 

“I suppose you'll be marrying Frankie 
Belton from all I hear?” The casualness of 
Gil’s words could not hide their tone of 
anxious inquiry. 

I toyed with my glass. “You may be 
hearing wrong.” Then to quench the light 
that suddenly leaped into Gilbert’s eyes, I 
added, “It’s so wonderful that you’ve got 
a job here. Lucky for Marian—because 
you aren’t hundreds of miles from each 
other, like so many engaged couples.” 

Gilbert put down his drink untasted. 


he said. “Let’s 


were 


“Yes,” he replied in a flat tone. “Marian 
isa fine girl and a bright one.” It was a 


roundabout way of saying, “But you’re the 
girl I love.” 

My eyes dropped to the table. 
Gilbert began. ““I—” 

I jumped to my feet. 
bered,” I stammered. “I have to stop and 
pay the gas bill on my way home. It’s get- 
ting late, and the office will be closed if I 
don’t take care of it now.” 

I almost ran to the door. I paused to 
look back at the booth. Gil sat there with 
his nervous, quivering face telling the story 
of the battle raging in his heart. 

“Dear, dear God,” I prayed. “Never, 
never let me be alone with Gilbert again.” 

Another month passed. Gloomily. I tried 
to wipe out of my memory that incident 
in the drug store. At night, sleep was 
tortured by the recollection of Gilbert’s 
face as he had sat alone in the booth. I 
would wake in a cold sweat, wondering 
what he had meant to say when I had cut 
him off so quickly. Whatever it might have 
been, I had no right to hear or to know. 

A dozen different times, I made up my 
mind to settle matters by marrying Frankie 
Belton. But each time that he proposed 
Ifelt myself turning into a block of ice. I 
began seeing him less. Meanwhile I noticed 


“Julia,” 


“JI just remem- 


that Marian was spending less time with 
Gilbert. I wondered what was happening 
between those two. 

One night Gilbert came to the house 
after an absence of almost a week. They 
Went out together. In less than two hours, 
Theard Gil’s car stop briefly in front of the 
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house, then the sound of Marian’s footsteps 
on the porch. A minute later, she was rush- 
ing into our room, her eyes red and swollen. 
I stood up, and put an arm around her 
“What is it, Marian?” I asked 
“Tell me. What’s bothering you, 


shoulder. 
gently. 
honey?” 

She shook loose from my grasp and fell 
on her bed, sobbing hysterically. I went 
over and sat down on the side of the bed. 

“What is it?” I repeated. “What has 
upset you? Tell your sister. darling.” 

Marian jumped from the bed. staring 
The wild rage on her face 


ungrily at me. 
was terrible to see. 

“Yes, [ll tell my sister.” she said bitter- 
ly. “But not a cheap little nobody whom 
my parents took in only to have her steal 
the man that their real daughter loved.” 

[ felt as if a ton of rocks had dropped 
on me. It was the first time she had ever 
reproached me because we were not related 
by blood. “What are you talking about, 
Marian?” I gasped. 

She started pacing the floor, her feet 
beating an angry tattoo on the carpet. On 
the way to the door, she stopped and 
slumped into a chair. 


“You may as well know, Julia,” she flung 


at me. “I gave Gil his ring back tonight. 
[ gave it back because he loves another 
girl.” She bit her lips savagely. “The 
girl who claims to be my sister.” 

My whole body was shaking, but my 
“You’ve been so silly, 
Marian,” I “Silly in letting your 
imagination spoil your happiness. There’s 
never been anything between Gilbert and 


was calm. 


voice 


said. 


me. I’ve made no play for him——” 

“Your play was not to make any play!” 
she interrupted fiercely. “You knew that 
pretending you didn’t care for him would 
make him forget everything else but win- 
ning you even if—if—” She buried her 
face in her hands and began sobbing hys- 
terically. 

I jerked off my pajamas, and slipped on 
a street dress. Tonight. I must see Gilbert 
and thrash this thing out. Insulting and 
foolish as Marian had been, I still regarded 
her as my sister. And her happiness meant 
more to me than anything in the world. 
\t least that’s what I believed at the mo- 
ment. 

I ran down to the drug store and called 
Gilbert, asking him to pick me up in his 
A few minutes later, we were driving 


We 


car. 
flown a road that led out of the city. 
parked under a grove of trees. 

I began hotly: “What have you done to 
Marian? What gave you any right to make 
a choice between us when I never chose 
you?” . 

Gilbert’s hands clenched tight on the 
“T never made any issue of you, 
It was Marian who kept bringing 


wheel. 
Julia. 
you up and—and—” 

“And what?” I demanded. 

“Tonight she insisted that I swear that 
I didn’t love you.” He looked me squarely 


in the eyes. “I couldn’t do it.” 


For a moment, everything was taut and 


silent between us. Far off, a cowbell tin- 
kled. Two little moonbeams danced on the 
windshield and merged to form a little 
daub of light as fixed and unmoving as 
we were. A vagrant breath of wind rippled 
through my hair. 

“You must go back to Marian,” I said 
in a voice that was firm and steady. “Ad- 
mit the truth to her. Tell her that we've 
had a little infatuation for each other but 
that it never amounted to anything—that it 
never will.” 

Gil didn’t even reply. 
out desperately for me. My body was tight 
and unyielding when he embraced me. But 
I melted when his eager lips sought my 
resisting ones. All the longings, all the un- 
satisfied aches of these months. overcame 
me as his passionate kisses broke down all 
of my fierce resistances and left me lying 
in limp surrender. His lips sought my hair. 
my cheeks. and the quivering veins of my 
throat. 

“Dearest.” he whispered. “My Julia. 
My girl. We're going to be so happy.” 

But even as my hands groped for his 
hair. I was seeing another face beside his 


His arms reached 


so warm with love and tenderness. It was 
the hurt, reproaching face of Marian. For 


every hour of happiness ahead. I was seeing 
other hours when conscience would battle 
with love and love would be thwarted for 
having triumphed without honor. 

One guilt-haunted evening followed the 
other. 
a date with Gilbert. I could hardly bear to 
meet Marian’s accusing eyes. Each time. 
as I waited for him in a drug store or res- 
taurant. I vowed that I would end the affair. 
With me out of the way. Gilbert would 
somehow find his way back to Marian. But 
each time. desire outwitted conscience and 
I knew that no sense of duty could make 


me_ surrender him. 


HEN THE storm broke around us in 

that little city where everybody knew 
and judged everybody else. Once a man 
got himself engaged to a girl. the town ex- 
pected him to live up to his promises and 
no nonsense with her sister. As it was, the 
tempest forced Gilbert and me even closer 
together. 

Two weeks after I started dating Gilbert. 
Marjorie Cooper called up and informed 
me crisply that she was cancelling a party 
she had planned. I’d hardly hung up the 
receiver when Mary Todd buzzed me with 
a “so sorry” about a dinner that she had 
been arranging. 

Later I learned that both affairs had been 
held, with all the original guests present 
but me. Through the grapevine, I also 
learned that clubs and lodges were drop- 
ping Gilbert from the guest lists of their 
affairs. When I mentioned the snubs that 
we were receiving, he pretended to laugh 
the matter off. 

Another month passed. People I’d known 
all my life. nodded curtly and hurried by 
when they saw me on the street. 


Whenever I left the house to keep * 


Pop had said nothing after Gilbert sud. 


denly stopped seeing Marian. Nor had he 
done more than glower when word got 
around that I was her successor. With his 
rigid code, the whole thing must have left 
him speechless. But one gloomy morning, 
he looked at me piercingly when he sat 
down for breakfast. Then, without speak. 
ing, he unfolded the Negro weekly which 
Mom had put by his coffee cup. 

His eyes began kindling in a slow blaze 
when he started reading the page of news 
from our town. He gulped some coffee as 
his eyes fixed on an item. He began chok. 
ing and sputtering. and the paper dropped 
from his hand. 

I picked it up. “What home town chick.” 
the local gossip columnist had written, “js 
the current heartbeat of what school-teach- 
ing Casanova who she annexed from her 
sister? And how many ladies will it take 
to console the charmer’s ex-throb. F. B.” 

Pop caught his breath and snatched back 
the paper, but not before Mom and Marian 
had read the dribble. “This has gone far 
enough, Julia.” he said. “We brought you 
into this family and gave you a good home, 
You've brought us nothing but disgrace and 
cheap publicity like this in return. Now 
you're old enough to earn your own living, 
Pack up and get out.” 

I rose from the table. A tart answer was 
on my lips. But it died unspoken when | 
saw how suddenly old and tired Pop 
looked. 

“All right, Pop.” I said dully. “I'll go, 
I'll be out as soon as I can find another 
place.” ? 

Mom reached out, took the paper from 
Pop’s shaking hands, and tossed it into the 
garbage can. 

“Sit down, Julia.” she commanded. Then 
to Pop. “Marian and Julia are both our 
daughters. Sam. and both stay right here 
under our roof.” 

“Yes, let her stay.” Marian put in weari- 
ly. “If she goes, it will only cause more 
talk and more stupid write-ups like that 
one.” 

Neither Gilbert nor I mentioned what 
had been in the paper when we met, that 
night. But, thereafter, much of our time 
was spent in troubled silence. We talked 
only in fragments in our dates. Increasing- 
ly. the only bonds of communication be 
tween us became the intimacies of arms 
and lips. And each time that we kissed, it 
was always fiercely and passionately as if 
this were our very last minute together. 

Days dropped from the calendar, like 
burdensome. leaden centuries. I had al- 
ways imagined love to be endless happiness. 
But now I felt that endless sorrow was 4 
better name for it. May came—the month 
when Gilbert and Marian’s engagement was 
to have been officially announced. Gilbert 
and I were sitting moodily in a cafe on the 
night when he said abruptly: 

“[ bumped into Marian today. She was 
very friendly, and wished us much happi 
ness.” 


Blind jealousy struck me. Was this 4 
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ruse of Marian’s to win Gilbert back? Was 
she trying to impress him by being kindly 
and noble. She’d never extended me any 
wishes for happiness. 

“Nice of her.” I answered sarcastically. 
“There’s nothing like being a good loser.” 

Gilbert’s hands tapped nervously on the 
table. “It was not Marian who lost,” he 
said earnestly. “It was I.” 

| sprang to my feet. “If that’s how you 
feel.” I said angrily, “go back to her. Go 
back and look for what you lost.” 

He reached out. and seized my hands. 
“There’s no going back. Julia. You are 
the very breath of me. But I'll always feel 
like a dog for treating Marian so shabbily.” 

I couldn’t sleep that night for brooding 
over Gil’s admissions about Marian. Did 
some spark of love still glow in his heart 
for her? Was Marian fanning the spark? 

In the morning Marian surprised me 
with an affectionate kiss. 

“There’s no point in all these hard feel- 
ings between sisters, Julia.” she said. “Gil- 
bert wanted you. I won’t deny that it hurt, 
but it’s something that could have happened 
in any family. Now, I'd like you two to 
be happy without feeling miserable on my 
account.” 

I gave her a long, fervent hug. 
[felt pretty cheap for suspecting her. The 
truth was I'd never known anybody so com- 
pletely honest. 

But: now. days had a new glory. Since 
Marian had made such a graceful sur- 
render, I could love Gilbert freely without 
any feelings of morbid guilt. Pop thawed 
out, and became friendlier to me. I hoped 
soon that I could broach the subject of ask- 
ing Gilbert to the house. 

“It’s all coming out all right.” I kept 
thinking to myself. “The going has been 
rough. But love is never a smooth path.” 
Weeks when all 
heart 


Inside. 


More weeks went by. 
the high. golden dreams of my 
matched the hazy radiance of early sum- 
mer. I had my Gil and my soul was at 
peace. 

One day I was working in the store hum- 
ming a gay little tune. I bent over a fresh 
shipment of merchandise. Somebody en- 
tered the store. I straightened up, expect- 
ing to greet a customer. I was startled to 
see Alice Fulton standing before me. 

“Why hello, Alice,” I said. “I hadn’t 
expected you in Texas this summer.” 

“I hadn’t expected to come,” she an- 
swered curtly. “I rushed here as soon as 
school was out. Now that I’ve arrived, 
let’s not waste any time on formalities. 
Quite frankly. I don’t like your romancing 
my brother.” 

I felt like slapping her. but managed to 
control myself. “You have no say in the 
matter,” I replied. “Gilbert is a grown 
man, and quite capable of making his own 
choice.” 

Her lips curled in contempt. “Granted. 
But when a man makes a bad choice in a 
Woman, another woman has to help him 


unravel the mess. In this case, his sister.” 


I stepped from behind the counter and 
motioned her to a chair. 

“You’re upsetting yourself needlessly, 
Alice. I love Gilbert. Ill do everything 
a woman can do to give him happiness,” I 
said patiently. 

“Happiness!” she sneered. “Gilbert was 
happy when he was engaged to Marian 
who loves work and responsibility as he 
does. He’s never been more unhappy than 
during these months when he’s been wast- 
ing his time on a girl who’s nothing to him 
but legs and eyes.” 

I could be polite no longer. “You're 
being crude.” I flared. “Horribly. insult- 
ingly crude. If this is all you have to say 
to me, please leave.” 

Alice rose from the chair. 
But you may as well know, Julia, that I’m 
here to see that Gilbert doesn’t marry you. 
If he acts pigheaded and goes ahead with 
it, our family will never acknowledge you 
as his wife.” 

She marched toward the door. “When 
she reached it. she paused to hurl a part- 


“As you wish. 


ing shot: 

“Go back to Frankie Belton. 
kind.” 

She slammed the door, and my dream 
castles started crumbling. I might love 
Gilbert. but he’d already been shut out of 
everything in the town for loving me. How 
could he bear it if his own family cold- 
shouldered his wife? How could I ask him 
to stand a grudging tolerance from Pop? 
How would Gilbert, himself, be able to face 
the years with a woman who cared only for 
dancing and partying when he loved books 
and quiet? 

My head was throbbing like a steam 
hammer as I started realizing all the dam- 
age I had done. True. it was Gilbert who 
had made the advances. But with my 
worldliness, I could not excuse myself for 
wrecking his life and Marian’s by yielding. 

It was not Marian who lost. It was I. 
Gilbert’s own words, blaming himself, were 
And now even 


He’s your 


pounding against my heart. 
I, the jealous one, could know the measure 
of his loss. 

A girl who’s nothing to him but legs and 
eyes. Otherwise. there would not be those 
long silences between Gilbert and myself. 
Otherwise, we would have found things to 
talk about because we would have had in- 
terests to share. 

Go back to Frankie Belton. He’s your 
kind. Score again for Alice. It might be 
all small talk between Frankie and me, but 
there had never been silences between us. 
We were made for each other as, on a finer 
level, Marian and Gilbert had been meant 
to be mates. 

Slowly and painfully, I made my deci- 
I went into the back of the store and 
Then I called Mom, 


asking her to come and take over the store. 


sion. 
washed my hands. 


Five minutes after her arrival, I was in a 

phone booth calling Frankie Belton. 
Within ten minutes of my call. Frankie’s 

Cadillac was parked outside the drug store. 


His sharp eyes were boring shrewdly into 
mine as we seated ourselves at a table. 

“What’s the matter, Julia?” he inquired. 
“Have a falling out with the Professor?” 

“Let’s not talk about it,” I answered 
wearily. “Just say that it was too much 
to handle and let it go at that.” 

Frankie placed a soft, well-kept hand on 
mine. 

“You’ve been giving me the deep freeze 
for a long time,” he laughed. “But never 
mind that. I always figured you’d start 
heading back to me, once the water got too 
deep.” 

He reached into his pocket. “Maybe,” 
he said. “This is the medicine that will 
cure you—cure you of those rebound 
blues.” 

He opened the box. A gorgeous diamond 
ring shone from inside. “It’s yours,” he 
said. “I’ve been carrying it for you for a 
long time right next to my little torch.” 

I held out my third finger. “I'll take it, 
Frankie,” I said. “It looks like I was al- 
ways the girl who was meant to wear it.” 


I PROMISED Frankie I would break the 

news to Gilbert, that night. As the hours 
wore on, I decided that our parting would 
not be long drawn out and sorrowful one. 
“Do it clean, girl,” I told myself, “and do 
it without wasting words.” 

Purposely, I was half an hour late for 
my appointment with Gilbert at a cafe 
where he had invited me for supper. He 
was frowning irritably when I finally en- 
tered the restaurant and sat down by him. 

“What made you so late?” he asked. 
“T’ve killed a dozen cigarettes waiting for 
you.” I held up my finger. He stared in 
amazement at the bauble on it. 

“What’s this,” he demanded. “Who gave 
vou that—” 

“Frankie Belton.” I answered sweetly. 
“We became engaged today.” 

“Engaged!” Gilbert’s voice cut through 
the air like a whip. “Why—why—what does 
all this mean?” 

“Tt means I’m going to be Mrs. Frankie 
Belton. Thanks awfully for a nice time, 
Gilbert—and don’t take it too hard that 
a woman changed her mind.” 

Gilbert’s shoulders sagged. His face was 
ashy gray from the shock. “Then,” he said 
brokenly, “you never meant anything you 
said to me. You were using me to force 
Belton into giving you a ring.” 

“Exactly.” I got up from the table. 
Better ring down the curtain now that he 
understood—or thought he did. “Goodbye. 
Gilbert. Try not to hate me too much.” 

I squared my shoulders and walked 
rapidly out of the cafe, not daring to look 
back. 

What I had undergone from the towns- 
people before was nothing, compared to 
what was handed me when I suddenly 
dropped Gilbert and, once more, began 
seeing Frankie. Practically everybody 
stopped speaking to me. On all sides, the 
talk was that I had callously stolen my 
sister’s man and wrecked her happiness in 
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order to make sure of getting Frankie. 

I bore it all in the proud secrecy of my 
heart. Each night I prayed Gilbert and 
Marian would find each other again. Each 
night I awoke to banish, with cigarettes 
and coffee, the torturing dreams of Gilbert 
that robbed my restless body of sleep and 
my anguished mind of peace. 

Decency required that I marry Frankie 
Belton quickly to quiet the buzzing tongues. 
Now that I was wearing Frankie’s ring, he 
was pressing me to name the wedding date. 
But each time, something shut tight inside 
of me when I thought of standing before 
the altar with him. 

[ might not be big enough for a man 
like Gilbert. But knowing Gilbert had 
made me dissatisfied with a man who could 
live only by heedless, small things. With 
Gilbert, I had seen a vision. To that vision, 
to the high ideals that made it up, I must 
remain true even if it meant denying my- 
self forever woman’s supreme happiness of 
husband and family. 

Maybe I could have made some sort of 
compromise and married Frankie, after all, 
if he hadn’t crowed so much about “taking 
me from the Professor.” All over town, in 
every barber shop and barbecue stand, he 
was bragging about having won me back 
from the man who made him look like a 
clowning little dwarf when I compared 
them. 

“You’re making our engagement a side- 
show,” I complained. “To me, marriage 
is not a circus with the public gaping for 
the next act.” 

“Who cares so long as the couple puts 
on a good act,” Frankie laughed. ‘“Every- 
The 
sooner you realize it, the sooner you'll start 
getting a kick out of life.” 

I knew then I had had enough. Id al- 
ways heard that water seeks its own level. 
Very well, let Frankie find somebody as 
shallow as himself. That afternoon, I took 
a long, good look at myself in the mirror at 
the crows’ feet under my eyes and the tight, 
hard lines on my face. 

“You’ve got to stop drifting along,” I 
said to myself. “You have to take your- 
self in hand. Go somewhere—anywhere— 
and make a new start if you ever expec 


thing is just one great big show, hon. 


to be a woman again.” 

I wrapped up Frankie’s ring and mailed 
it to him with a brief note, saying that I 
didn’t feel like marrying him or any other 
man. Then I counted my money. I saw 
that I had enough to take me to Philadel- 
phia where I had a married girl friend 
who’d put me up until I could find a job. 
his time, the family didn’t object when I 
proposed going. 

That night, I was at the station, a ticket 
for the big city in my hand. 

But on my second day in Philadelphia. 
| landed a job as a saleswoman in a big 


department store. I had a natural talent 


for selling and, in three months was pro- 
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moted to assistant supervisor. Not long 
afterward, I met Robert Branton, who 
might not have Gilbert’s brilliance but who 
did have his kindness and his fine sense of 
honesty. 

Under Robert’s patient guidance, life 
began mending. Once more, I felt liked 
and respected. Two or three times, I re- 
ceived letters from Frankie Belton. But 
they stopped when I didn’t answer them. 
Then other people in my home town started 
I couldn’t help but feel that 
under- 


writing me. 
it all had to do with 
standing between Marian and Gilbert. 

Finally. I learned that the two of them 
were seeing a lot of each other. They had 
attended a teachers’ banquet together and. 
afterwards, several lodge parties. One night, 
as I was sitting in my apartment dressing 
for a date with Robert, my door bell rang 
loudly. 

I jumped to my feet, thinking it was 
Robert arriving early. Instead, I saw a 
messenger who handed me a telegram. 

I went back into my boudoir and opened 
The words were few, but 


some new 


the message. 
they were what I was anxious to hear: 


“JUST MARRIED. WISH US LOTS 
OF LUCK. WE WISH YOU LOADS 
OF LOVE. 

MARIAN AND GILBERT.” 


For a long minute, I sat there holding 
that announcement in my hand. Qne tear 
trickled down as I remembered all I had 
hoped and dreamed for with Gilbert. But 
in a moment, I heard a welcome footstep 
on the stairway. I could tell it was Robert. 

I picked up a tissue and dabbed away 
the tear. Marian had found her man—the 
one she had never really lost. After so 
much sorrow and misunderstanding, I had 
found mine. 

My heart was content. 
piness without having to steal a man des- 


I had found hap- 


tined for the arms of another woman, or 
by settling for a shabby substitute like 
Frankie Belton. 

For somewhere the right man waits for 
every woman. He waits till she seeks and 
finds him. 

Every time I see a beautiful girl or wom- 
an. I wonder if she has had to go through 
the same horror I faced—being loved for 
her beauty alone, then finding out that it is 
not enough to hold the man she loves. 

I won't lie and say that I ever got over 
the fierce love I had for Gilbert. But who 
said a woman was destined to have only 
I know that Robert and I will 
make it. We have a deep respect for each 
other and a deep understanding. I think 
I'll make him a wonderful wife because I’ve 
learned a very important lesson. You can’t 
be really beautiful outside without being 
beautiful within yourself. I almost spoiled 
any inner beauty I may acquire but I thank 
Heaven I realized my mistake and made 


up for it. THE END 


one love. 

















I Gave Up 


Love For 








My Career 


(Continued from Page 25) 
ject me to his unique type of cruelty. 

I was sick and tired of this kind of trea. 
ment. I had to make my decision. M 
lover man had to go if 1 wanted to save my 
career and, in fact, my sanity. It hurt m 
horribly to cut out of my life the wonderfy| 
things he had meant to me; not so much 
the gifts and expensive good times, as the 
feeling of being loved and protected. Buy 
I had to make a break. My woman’s ip. 
tuition told me I'd be saving myself a lo 
of heartbreak in the future. When I did 
make the break, I brooded over it for 4 
whole year. But I believe that the price] 
paid in agony was well worth the freedom 
I found after the year was over. 

It was during this year of torture and 
serious doubt that I made up my mind 
about certain things connected with mar. 
riage and the quest for the right man. | 
decided that there was one of two things] 
could expect from the average husband | 
might be able to find. Either he would 
sulk in the background of my career, envy- 
ing whatever success I was able to attain, 
resenting my ability to command a four 
figure salary, and feeling, in general, like 
“Mr. Thelma Carpenter.” Or else, he 
would spend most of his time trying to 
dominate me, attempting to cause my life 
work to become secondary to my duties a 
a wife. All in all, it would take a strong 
minded man to be the kind of husband who 
could be happy with me and make me 
happy with him. If he wasn’t in show 
business, he would be entering into a new 
and completely different kind of life. He 
would be exposing himself to another sort 
of humor, a different type of association. 

Taking all this into consideration, I be 
came convinced that the ideal man I had 
in mind was rare. In fact, I wondered if 
he existed at all. If, by some miracle, he 
came along, that would be just fine. Mean- 
while, I would cling to the creed of one ol 
my show business idols, Lew Leslie. Mr. 
Leslie believed firmly that a true artist is 
wedded to art. He believed that it is im- 
possible to have two satisfactory marriages 
at the same time. He felt that your art 
should come next to your God and that 
there should be no one in your life to 
upset you or interfere with your work. 

I think I became married to my work at 
the age of seven. It was then that I ar 
ranged my own audition on a kiddy show 
broadcast by writing my own letter of ap 
plication to a New York radio station. In 
those early days I aequired and, for many 
years after, clung to the inspiration of ? 
voice. The voice belonged to Ethel Waters 
and, over the years, up until the time 
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reached for and touched stardom, the in- 
spiration of Ethel Waters became almost 
second nature. 

Even though the dominating Waters in- 
fluence has lost a great deal of its magic 
for me, I still consider myself lucky to 
have recognized her authentic genius so 
early. I was stage-struck and, in my mind, 
the one and only person who ever belonged 
front and center on the great stages of 
the world was the quietly stormy woman 
(Momsy, I used to call her) who could- 
and still can—weave a spell when she sings 
“Stormy Weather” or when she sends out 


that great, electric presence across the foot- 


lights of legitimate theatre. Any place 
Ethel Waters, the star appeared, Thelma 
Carpenter, the kid with stardust in her 
eyes, was there. By hook or crook, I al- 
ways got money to sit in the front row of 
any theatre where she was. I knew how 
she looked offstage; what the public reac- 
tion was to her. I began to listen, listen 
hard to every nuance of her voice, every 
catch in the golden throat. But just seeing 
Ethel Waters on stage wasn’t enough. Just 
waiting wistfully outside of the stage door 
to earn a nod from her or a smile, an ab- 
sent-minded greeting—that wasn’t enough. 
I had to know her. I had to have her 
friendship. 

Getting to know Ethel Waters was as 
easy as getting to meet the Queen of Eng- 
land. -But I found a way. I learned that 
she went riding in Central Park mornings. 
I saved every penny I could get my hands 
on until I had enough money to buy a rid- 
ing habit. I’d never been on a horse be- 
fore, but I conquered my fear and trailed 
her around Central Park. I didn’t want 
her to think I was a pest. I didn’t want 
her to get to dislike me. I wanted to meet 
her in a seemingly accidental way. So I'd 
hide and watch her pass by. Then I'd go 
home, floating on a cloud, to lie casually: 

“I've been riding with Ethel Waters to- 
day.” 

It wasn’t until some years later, when I 
was featured with Count Basie’s band that 
I met Ethel Waters socially. Count knew 
that I was thrilled to be his vocalist; that 
Iwas grateful for having come all the way 
from first prize-winner at the Apollo The- 
atre to the status of a $1500 a week attrac- 
tion at the same theatre. But Count also 
knew that I was still longing to meet Ethel 
Waters. He knew that, in my dressing 
room, between shows, I often sat alone, 
playing her records softly, over and over. 

So, one day, Count Basie told Ethel 
Waters: “You'll be making a big mistake 
if you don’t meet and encourage that girl.” 

I met her and she did encourage me. She 
hever gave me too much advice directly, 
but she was warm and friendly. Every so 
often, I stood by as she came off stage and 
my happiness was overwhelming when she 
asked: “Notice anything you can use, kid- 
do?” 

Those were wonderful days. But as I’ve 
commented before, the dominance of her 
lalent no longer overwhelms me as it once 


I still hold on to some of the memo- 
ries of watching her. I haven’t completely 
lost the inspiration. I haven’t forgotten the 
time when Ethel Waters was my crutch. 
But I found out you can’t make it always 
on a crutch. Even a baby gets up and 
walks. First you have to get the baby out 
of the carriage. You have to let him fall 
down a couple of times. That’s what hap- 
pened to me. I had found out that there 
were some things that Ethel could do with 
her voice which I could also do with mine. 
But I’ve never deliberately imitated her al- 
though I’ve often been accused of doing so. 
Maybe you’re wondering what all this 
has to do with my giving up love for my 
career. Well, when you have an idol to 
worship—like Ethel Waters—and an am- 
bition you're striving for—like reaching the 
top of the showbusiness ladder, you don’t 
left for crushes 


did. 


have much time teen-age 
and dates. 

Of course I’ve had my crushes—not only 
during and I still have a nor- 
mal amount of dates. A girl can’t make 
it doing nothing but work. If you have an 
ambition to some day do serious theatre 
and perhaps‘ musical comedy also, you have 
to stay in life’s mainstream, not lock your- 
self away from the exciting things alto- 
gether. 

Every once in a 
you've got your mind made up to stick to 
the straight and narrow path of your ca- 
reer, along comes a real keen candidate 
vith looks, intelligence, likeable personal- 
ity—and sometimes all that and money too 
—who makes you think about changing 
your mind. Even though I’ve been around, 
I’m still not immune to a smooth line and 
I'd be ignoring the truth if I said I haven't 
fallen and hard, a number of times. For- 
tunately, however, I’ve always managed to 
wake, up just in time to think things over 
and do what I thought was best for me. So 
many times I’ve met fellows who have said: 
Maybe 


teen-age- 


while, even though 


“You're the girl of my dreams.” 
t’s because I’m being very cautious about 
the whole thing but, somehow, I can never 
believe what they tell me even though they 
can sound awfully convincing. 

For instance, maybe they come up with 
an old, folded-up newspaper article or a 
picture clipped from a magazine spread— 
something they’ve been carrying around in 
a wallet This is the kind of 
thing that happens to most people in show 
business at some time or other. Maybe 
that’s the way I'll find that special man of 
mine—the I’m looking for. Maybe 
there’s some kid in Brooklyn—someone I’ve 
known all my life—whom I'll meet in In- 
dia. He might be just the one for me and 
I might be just right for him. 

Sometimes I sit down and think all by 
myself and ask myself if I’m doing the 
right thing. Maybe, I tell myself, [’'m 
being too careful. Maybe I’ve passed up 
the love of my life, thrown away my chance 
for complete happiness. But then, when 
you're in show business, you can’t be too 
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careful. You live in a glass bowl. You’ve 
got to hold your head up and, as the mob 
says, “keep your nose clean.” Things that 
the average woman can do, you don’t dare 
do. Your deportment has to be above re- 
proach. , These are vital rules for getting 
ahead and I’ve tried to observe them. I’ve 
been talked about a lot and there have been 
some fantastic lies told about me. I used 
to worry about that, but not any more. 


NE OF THE reasons people talk about 

me is my single state of blessedness. 
Society is a peculiar thing. It’s like a joint 
stock company. It has its names, cliques, 
badges and uniforms. If you don’t fit in by 
observing the set rules, acting the way the 
majority thinks you should, doing the 
things the majority does, you’re something 
out of a zoo. Lots of people get married, 
not because they want to get married, but 
because they think they should. For years, 
people have been saying that a “Mrs.” in 
front of a woman’s name is protection. 
Sometimes the people with the “Mrs.” are 
some of the immoral characters 
breathing, but the world respects them be- 
cause they are married. I'd like to have 
the respect that a married title brings. I'd 
like to have that so-called “protection” 
which you get when you march down an 
aisle to Lohengrin. But there are two 
things I am not going to do. I am not 
going to sacrifice my career until and un- 
less I am positive that I’ve found the right 
person to sacrifice it for. Neither am I 
going to get married because somebody 
else thinks I should. The man who per- 
suades me to say “yes” is going to have a 
real wife and sweetheart who will go 
through any kind of crisis to make the mar- 


most 


riage work. 

You see, to me, marriage is a very se- 
rious and sacred thing. I have what you 
might call old-fashioned ideas about it. I 
still read fairy tales. I still believe in the 
Prince Charming stuff. I believe that 
erownups should read more fairy tales and 
they'd have a better society. When people 
grow up, they get away from the logic of 
childhood. They get all hung up with so- 
ciety. They become what is called intelli- 
gent. 

I hope I never become that intelligent. . 

Aside from all the other reasons why I’ve 
bypassed love, the purely physical demands 
of my work make it difficult for me to hunt 
down that one man. Take a peek at an 
average day’s routine, for instance, when I 
was on the road with the Basie orchestra. 
I'd rehearse with the band in the morning, 
dash away to rehearse for a television 
show with the Duke Ellington organization. 
There’d be vocal lessons, interviews with 
news folk, picture-taking for modelling and 
endorsements, answering fan mail. Even 
if I went to a party at night, that might 
turn out to be work. 

\ lot of people invite folks in show busi- 


on 
OL 


ness to parties with the idea of getting 
some free entertainment. You can’t sit 
down and enjoy yourself, do what you want 
to do like a normal person. 

“I’m sure Miss Carpenter would be glad 
to do a little number for us,” they croon. 

If Miss Carpenter doesn’t oblige, they 
talk about her for days after. 

“She’s stuck up,” they observe. 

“She’s being temperamental. Just wants 
to be begged,” they whisper. 

They never think that maybe you're 
rehearsing for a Broadway like 
“Shuffle Along.” for instance—the show 
I’m rehearsing for as this is written. They 
never figure that maybe you got up that 
morning at six, fixed your own breakfast, 
dressed and went downtown for an all day 
rehearsal, ran over one of the show num- 
bers two dozen times with your wonderful 
partner and co-star Avon Long. They never 
dream that you did a certain scene so many 
times that you wanted to scream and throw 
away the script. They never realize that 
you have to look just as pleasant and smil- 
ing at nine o’clock at night when you drag 
yourself to the subway as you did when you 
emerged from the house that morning. 
fresh and rested. 

So they say at a party that same night, 
four hours later, just when you think you 
might have a minute to relax: 

“I’m sure Miss Carpenter will do a little 


show 


number.” 

But you go right ahead and do it because 
you're in show business and people in show 
business are either made of iron or else 
they’re just not of this world. 

Yes, even a party is work—unless, of 
course, you’re at a party given by show 
people like yourself. There’s something 
very understanding about show people, re- 
gardless of all the unfair things people say 
about them. 

I hope all this doesn’t sound like too 
much griping. I hasten to assure you that 
I love people. I love all the fans who’ve 
made it possible for me to do the work 
closest to me. Then, there are some spe- 
cial people I love. There’s Willie Bryant. 
who first made it possible for me to walk 
out on a stage professionally. There’s Ber- 
nie Thall, my coach for ten years. Bernie’s 
just like a doctor to me and his way of 
handling me has a tonic effect. He can tell 
the minute I’m feeling low or out of sorts 
and, at times like that, he knows just what 
to say. There’s Norman McLaurin, whom I 
call Uncle Whitey. Norman and I share a 
terrific friendship. He writes 
stantly. His letters come just at the right 
time and they say exactly the right thing. 
Sometimes they encourage me. Sometimes 
they bawl me out. Norman has always told 
me: “Just save some of your voice for the 
I can’t forget Bob Hannon. 
He’s ever 


me con- 


glory of God.” 
Bob lives on the West Coast. 
on the alert for songs he feels I might want 





to do. He has an amazing insight into my 
thoughts and ambitions. 

I’m indebted, most of all, to Annie 
Hatchette, one of. New York City’s moy 


wonderful designers. I met her at a time 
when most people would have been looking 
for a psychiatrist. She saw through m 
and realized that, instead of the successfy] 
young star I was supposed to be, I was jug 
another lonely youngster, full of frustra. 
tions. She knew that I was worrying. feel. 
ing I wasn’t making progress; that I was 
starved mentally. She gave me a friend. 
ship you couldn’t buy. Annie made me 
realize that, if you want to be happy, you 
have to look at life realistically. You have 
to count the blessings you have and the 
blessings you have enjoyed in the past. You 
have to understand that there are perform. 
ers more talented than yourself who can't 
even get an audience. Annie’s advice made 
me step lighter, smile brighter, made my 
eyes sparkle. I was ready to go out and 
face the world again. 

It’s so wonderful to have true friends, 
So few people care if you go wrong. The 
folks you meet at cocktail parties want to 
see you in the same predicament they’re in, 
But true friends tell you the score, even if 
it hurts. 

Yes, there was a time when I worried 
about whether I should have given up love 
for my career. Then I counted my bless. 
ings. I’ve appeared with the great bands 
of Teddy Wilson, Coleman Hawkins, Count 
Basie and Duke Ellington. I’ve played long 
runs at such clubs as Kelly’s Stable and 
Le Reuban Bleu, where I went for four 
weeks and stayed six months. One of the 
greatest thrills was appearing at Carnegie 
Hall on an otherwise all-German bill and 
singing on the same program with the great 
concert artist Richard Tauber. Another 
was appearing at the Hollywood Bowl 
along with Orson Welles and Frank Si- 
natra, sitting on the stage there under the 
stars and remembering how many times | 
had seen the place in the movies. I’ve had 
in my audiences such people as Marlene 
Dietrich, Bea Lillie, Howard Dietz, Elsa 
Maxwell, Mrs. Byron Foye, Brenda Frazier, 
Bette Davis, Ingrid Bergman, Gary Cooper, 
Joan Crawford, Rita Hayworth, George 
Jessel and Mary Pickford. I’ve been a 
guest at some of the most fabulous social 
events imaginable. 

Best of all, I have loyal fans all over the 
country who write me and give me that big 
lift which has to come to anyone who learns 
she is loved and appreciated. 

I don’t think I’m a success yet. Not in 
the sense I want to be. But I’m convinced 
that there have been very few people im 
the theatre who have achieved greatness 
before the age of thirty-five. You have to 
live and suffer with your career in order to 
attain greatness. Maybe part of the price 
of the greatness I want is giving up love. 
So far, I’ve been willing to pay that price. 
I’m willing to continue paying it. 


THE END 














ito my 


Annie 
/ Most 
a time 
roking 
sh me 
ess ful 
1S just 
“ustré- 
. feel. 
I was 
Tiend. 
le me 
y. you 
1 have 
id the 
t. You 
rform- 
can't 
made 
le my 
it and 


iends, 

The 
ant to 
"re in, 
ven if 


orried 
D love 
bless. 
bands 
Count 
1 long 
e and 

four 
rf the 
negie 
| and 
great 
other 
Bowl 
k Si- 
or the 
mes | 
e had 
rlene 
Elsa 
aziet, 
»O per, 
eorge 
en a 
social 


or the 
it big 
earns 


jot in 
inced 
le in 
tness 
ve to 
ler to 
price 
love. 
price. 


END 








Over 200.000 Sold by Mail 





























Because... 
FRENCH FORM 







Guaranteed te Take 3 inion or M 
Your Appearance Instantly...or Your Money 


SEEING IS BELIEVING! There's nothing I 
Remember, we've sold over « MILLION DOLLARS worth of FRENC 
Now you, ee ey eee a 


The NEW FRENCH FORM 


‘with the Amazing “Twin-Wraparound” Adjuster Waist-Band 


No other GIRDLE. . . at this amazing low price .. . adjusts to your figure. Simply wrap it around your 
has ever achieved such instant results with every waistline and hook-close it at back and you'll 
type of figure. The double-diagonal ELASTIC marvel at the New French Look it gives you. 

PULL corrects your whole silhouette, makes you Inches DISAPPEAR from WAIST, HIPS and 
look taller. slimmer immediately . . and feel THIGHS ... with EASE AND COMFORT... 


younger, again. FRENCH FORM’s exclusively standing, sitting, bending or stretching. What’s 
designed double-wrap-around band automatically more, FRENCH FORM is guaranteed to keep its 


shape and its stretch because it is made of first 
NOW ONLY with 100% 


quality two-way stretch rayon e lastic, 
s OB pure natural rubber. Will never ROLL or CURL 
AE at top. Its rich SATIN panel is a beauty to be hold! 
And it’s all so light in weight and washes like a 
dream. 
Regular Girdle or Panty 
snap-button crotch and Small (25-26), Medium (27-28), Large (29-30), Extras 
garters. In Nude, White Large (31-32). Also: “Plus” Sizes for the fuller figure: 
and Blue. XX (33-35), XXX (36-38), XXXX (39-40), XXXXX (41-43). 


Corset Expert for 30 years says: 


I have been fitting corsets on women for thirty years, in the heart 
of New York's busiest shopping center . . . right in my own corset 
shop. I can truthfully say that I have never seen a girdle .. . at 
such an amazingly low price . . . that fits so beautifully and 
adjusts so quickly to almost every type... whether you take a 
small size or wear a 5x size 44. Visit me when in New York or 


mail me your order. You'll be happier 
when you wear FRENCH FORM. 






quuet O8 4 ftrung OF 


F Geese by “ 
Good Housekeeping 
* 


» 
S201 as avveanssto HSS 
























SEND NO MONEY ___10-DAY TRIAL OFFER 






ANNETTE FASHIONS, Dept. Ké9G 
\ 45 East |7th St., New York 


Please rush FRENCH FORM on approval. If not delighted, | may 
return it within ten (10) days for refund of purchase price. 











in addition to our own 30-} 
yeor Guarantee of Satisfac- we 
tion, this famous Good 









Housek ing “SEAL” is . CT) | enclose $ you pay postage. 
Double Guarantee. Why not CJ Send C.O.D., I'll pay $ plus postage. 
t ail : 8 Please Check 
forge your Girdle prob- # © Regular Girdle [] Panty Girdle with removable crotch 
CORRECT SIZE please____ SEND ME __EXTRA CROTCHES 
@ 49% ea. 
Ist Color Choice_______ 2nd Color Choice_ 


NAME (Print) 
ADDRESS (Print)- 
CITY Zone State 
















SOUND .% 
OFF Cyeek 


Saf : 
“ 













ous Jor a 


FA 
MOUS BANDLEADER ; 


Tw 
= 
bt: ERR VEL ; 
wat - 


From the Report of a 
sean Reset ame zatio® 
ey 
—_ A 








